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And so the Word had breath, and wrought 
With human hands the creed of creeds 
In loveliness of perfect deeds. 

More strong than all poetic thoughts. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

CANTO IV. 
Autumn, 1878. 

1. Edwin lies at the house of Harold and Dora in Canada 
severely wounded. His depression of spirits from weakness. Dora 
and Harold relate how he was rescued from the attack of a bear. 

2. Dora announces the visit of a friend whose skill in hospital 
work would hasten his recovery. He refuses a stranger's tendence. 

3. Marian Wylmer prevails on Dora to allow her, unknown, to do 
service to Edwin. 

4. By a ruse she accomplishes her end ; and E^win employs her 
as an hospital maid out on furlough with Miss Wylmer. 

5. Edwin, rapidly recovering, notes the superior qualities of his 
attendant, but is baffled in his enquiries. 

6. Talks with Marian, and is on the point of proposing, when 
interrupted by Harold. 

CANTO V. 

1. Marian determines to return to St. John*s Hospital. Land or 
indignant at being refused an audience. 

2. Marian informs Dora that Edwin wishes her to intervene in 
his old love affairs. 

3. Landor entraps Marian in the shrubbery, and reveals her secret 
to Edwin. She vanishes. 

4. Dora encourages Edwin to follow and press his suit. 

5. Edwin and Marian on a wooded height. He discloses his 
love. She is accidentally wounded by Marmadale. 
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CANTO VI. 
1879. 

1. Marmadale and Edwin suitors to Marian. Edwin accepted. 

2. Aubrey and Oscar arrive for the wedding. Winnie proposes a 
new ceremonial. Mariftn Queen of Midsummer Sports. 

3. The f6te-day closed with the marriage. 

4. An account in a cottager's home of the proceedings. 

5. Aubrey gives his estimate of the bride. 



CANTO VII. 

1. Aubrey seeing Clara's locket with Marian is confirmed as to 
her identity. He fulfils Clara's dying wish. 

2. Marian partially informs Edwin. He praises his grief-won 
blessings, while acknowledging his own blameworthy action. 

3. Arrival of Oscar and Winnie, married. Dora recounts how in 
consequence of an appalling fire in the woods, she and Harold were 
first driven to the lake. 

4. An Indian chief, an old friend of Edwin, visits and deplores 
his withdrawal. Marian having guessed her husband's desire to 
resume his position among the Indians, declares her purpose of 
going with him to live among tht tribes. 
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I. Depression. 
II. An Introduction. 

III. Plotting. 

IV. Hiring a Nurse. 
V. Querying. 

VI. Nipped in the Bud. 



CANTO IV. 



I. 

Pcprcsston. 



Scene — A Sick Room in Canada* 




EDWIN. 

!HOU 'RT watching by me, friend, the livelong night 
And day. Now heavy hang the drooping lids 
Above thy weary eyts. 

I cannot slumber : 
Sleep, like a homeless wanderer of the night, 
Seeks shelter from me ; but hard by the portal 
A spectral figure, hollow-eyed and wan. 
Stands horrible, and frights the timid claim. 

Life hastes away. Why dost thou lavish ought 
Of golden time, and tender care, on one 
Soon numbered with the dead ? 

I hear the footfall 
Of Death in the faint beatings of my heart 
I dread him not. He comes a hideous form ; 
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But yet to me in welcome livery clad 

Of his high king, like slaveling tricked in gold, 

Who comes to bid roe to a great man's feast. 

DORA. 

Thou art a caitiff knight ! Did I not lay 
Sternest command of lady bright on thee 
To buckle armour on, nor lay it off. 
While lived this coward-hearted melancholy ! 

Bright hope must stand on guard as sentinel 
In danger's hour ; but if narcotic fumes 
Drench thus the watchman, can the city 'scape ? 

EDWIN. 

Let him who on the environed battlement 
Seals drowsy eye in slumber, die the death. 
But whom the silent winging shaft has lulled 
In never-waking sleep, what sentence his ? 

Looking into the dim and mournful past, 
A shadow rose before me, and with wave 
Imperious led from crumbling ruin on 
To ruin of my purposes in life, 
Thro' mantling weeds and fallen rustling leaves. 

DORA. 

'Stead of. obeying my behests, thou 'st been 
Wandering where'er this will-o'-the wisp, that rose 
From out the dank morasses of the past. 
Chose lead thee I Now thou 'st come all draggled home I 

EDWIN. 

Dora, shake not the jest o'er me to-night. 



i 
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The lash suits well the scheming urchin's back ; 
But from the fevered brow a mother's hand 
Must gently part the clotted, dewdamp hair, 
That loving lips may kiss it into coolness ! 

DORA. 

Aye, kiss it cool ! so, not make sadness sadder. 

EDWIN. 

Ever since a boy I loved to walk amid 
Life's fallen leaves, and listen to the sound, 
As memory's footsteps crushed their shrivelled forms. 

DORA. 

A feature not uncommon to our early days. 
The scarlet coat and throbbing drum are grand 
To eye and ear of young recruits, until 
The gloss be drowned on sodden, camping fields ; 
And the false music beat to wounds, that grace 
Always another bosom with the star. 

So Melancholy flaunts the ribands, and 
We take grief's shilling, and find no discharge I 

EDWIN. 

'Tis true ! 

We do coquet with grief. The jade 
Sometimes makes matrimony of it ; nor 
Allows a breach of promise case to free 
On payment of the fine. 

But spirits too 
Seem born akin to grief, and cannot break 
The bond. There are the griefs inherited, 
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The sins of fathers on the children laid ; 
There are the griefs begotten of our loins ; 
And we must be at charges with them surely, 
Rightly. 

DORA. 

But there are griefs, which we adopt, 
Street Arabs, foisting spurious claims on youth ! 
If a stray grief came wandering down my w^ay, 
I 'd take it in my arms, and fondle it, 
And grow unhappy when it stole away. 
Since then I 've had to put the breastplate on, 
And keep the foes at swordpoint. 

EDWIN. 

Pity now 
And patience ! friends in youth and sundered long. 
We 're met in foreign land that you may pluck 
This fretful bantling from my arms, and prove 
It is a changeling ! 

DORA. 

I reject the plea 
For help, insinuating rightful fall 
Into the sad pit, where you groaning lie. 

But, so you promise nevermore t' offend, 
Again I bid you rise, and stretch the hand, 
That would uplift you from the guileful slough. 

EDWIN. 

'Twas you that now beguiled my faltering steps. 
I thought how strange to meet,— the traveller I, 
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Waylaid and dying ; you, to pour the balm 
Into my wounds. And thus from scene to scene 
Of all the life that interposed since hour 
Of parting, when I watched thy lessening barque 
Drawn under veiling fogs, Thought wandered on 
Until the weakened mind sank down, all faint 
Beneath the gathered burden of the years ! 

DORA. 

The troubles which we bore from day to day 
With straining strength, fool Memory bundles large 
In mountain mass, and makes the giant groan I 

The viewless air between your face and mine 
Becomes the textured blue that curtains close 
All day the bright eyes of the curious stars : 
And petty frets, contemptible at hand, 
In the long reach accumulate the power 
To wear the robes of all-prevailing dolour ! 

EDWIN. 

I weave no web of sickly sentiment 
In colours dark and bright to outer eyes 
The pattern of my life is upward thrown : 
But one continuing grief is warp to all ! 

O Life ! O Earth ! what mysteries wind us round ! 
All isolate things are complex mysteries,^ 
From cold unliving stone to perfumed flower ; 
From crawling worm to woman's fair sweet face : 
Much more the complicated web of life, 
In which are mingled human threads, and threads 
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Of hell, and golden threads by hands divine, — 
All, all to man inextricably mixed ! 

DORA, 

Tangled and knotted threads ! 

I wonder much ' 
Will it be joy, when, ranging o'er the plains 
Of heaven, amid stargloried lineaments 
We trace a something which we knew on earth, — 
To draw aside t' embowering trees, and take 
The tangled skein of life to unravel it : 
The which if these our grosser natures strive 
To do, 'tis as the blind man trying to unloose 
A spider's knotted net of gossamer. 

Again, I think the flood of heavenly bliss 
Shall sweep away the faintest trace of earth. 

EDWIN. 

We question is all well ; and wish to look 
At causes and results. This clouds our peace. 

" Why lay the rock beneath our keel to rend, 
While others sailed in safety ? •' " Why on us 
Did first flakes fall, and last snow lie so deep ? " 

These tangled " whys," these hard-drawn knots we fret 
Our hearts M'^on—now : then, the perfect trust 
Shines orbed in cloudless skies. No need to ask, 
' If rightful carving shaped these matchless forms 
From out the quarried rock :— if truest ear 
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Attuned to harmony the discords harsh : — 
If tireless love wrought such full ecstasy.* 

DORA. 

Then earth is gone ; no more remembered than 
The cloud which filled the sky from cope to cope 
Until the west wind gently waved dismissal ? 

EDWIN. 

No more than are the seed and sowing days, 
When sheaf and sickle are in autumn's hand. 

DORA. 

Sweet things I *ve owned on earth, and heaven looks poor 
Without them. Friends I 've known, and eyes would roam 
Thro' all the shining groups, and gather tears 
To miss them ! 

EDWIN. 

So we idly dream, not knowing ! 

DORA. 

Then I have sorrows met so foul, so fierce, 
That memory shudders passing by their tomb ! 
Can memory bring the flowers, and leave the thorns ? 

EDWIN. 

The briar then shall blossom as the rose. 
The sailor thro' the winter nights of home 
Records with hearty voice and stirring tones 
The storm that well-nigh housed him in the deep ; 
While prosperous gales breathe round his thought 
Uncared. The soldier loves his wounds that win 
Enlivened love from dangers overpassed. 
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Not happiest he, who heard no piping winds, 
No bray of trumpets ; but he, most enriched 
With honourable, memorable deeds. 

DORA. 

Earth's darkness then is heaven's all-radiant light 
Earth's tears change sparkling into heaven's smiles : 
Earth's moaning cries do translate full-voiced joy ! 

EDWIN. 

Whatever will be, must be ; and is best ! 

DORA. 

But mortals need a staff for tottering limbs. 

EDWIN. 

Cold is this frosty-hearted earth from which 
We snatch our scarce sustaining sustenance, 
And black with lengthened ridge of barren rocks^ 
Its mountains brown, and many-acred bog. 
Yet stars that fix their clear unflinching gaze 
On all, behold it as the fairest child 
That sporting thro' the boundless fields of space^ 
Trips round the sun. And even so 'twill be, 
When heavenly love has seated us in bliss 
On everlasting thrones, our farseen woe 
Shall add a planet's lustre to our skies. 

O Earth, what wert thou, but a lazar-house 
Of thankless toil and hopeless misery, 
Had not Eternal Truth declared our life 
Is to His workmen, but an early spring 
Scourged frequent by the winter's tempest lash^ 
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Sun-visited but thro' the rifted cloud, — 
What tho' the aching loins may pant for rest, 
And the nipped fingers scarce the mattock hold I 
What tho' when on the cheek we feel the glow 
Of the approaching, never-shadowed summer, 
The frost-king pours his midnight armies forth. 
And plants his hoary banners mid the bloom 
Of our fair-budding hopes — toil on : thy deeds 
Like the immortal soul, which fathered them, 
Are deathless essences in dying frames. 
Let the flesh die ; the spirit, angel-borne, 
Awaits thee in the paradise of God 1 
Oh Dora, when in agony and fear 
I 've prayed for death to come, Elijah's prayer,— 
Beneath this juniper I Ve slept, and waked 
To eat and travel strengthened to the mount. 

DORA. 

From angel tendence you have fallen so low 
To a woman's care, and she has banned the past. 

EDWIN. 

Go bid the populous hive in July's noon 
Call home its wanderers from the flowery meads. 
Twill heed thee sooner than my thoughts give o'er 
Sipping delicious honey from the past. 

DORA. 

Hyblean honey ! Or we '11 grant the flowers 
Are pure as sweet. Bees trouble not shut flowers. 
Let the sun set ; the honest dew will pelt 
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The wax-encumbered robbers back to cell ! 

EDWIN, 

Sunset ! Life's chariot feels the downward drag ! 

Wouldst have the heart to ban the setting sun 
From pausing on the western slope of heaven 
To turn his dying eye on eastern hills 
O'er which he moved at morn ? 

DORA. 

Ten thousand bans 
Would hurtle round his head ; if my poor bans 
Could keep him in the skies, and banish night ! 

EDWIN. 

Thou 'dst be a Joshua, my gentle friend ! 
Reach here thy hand, and lay it on my wrist : 
No pulse is bounding there ! Now o'er my heart 
Put close the listening ear. Is death not there ? 
Is not each faint and hollow sounding beat 
A minute gun, that booms along the sea. 
Tolling a vessel to her rocky tomb 
After the storm that wrecked her ? 

DORA. 

Edwin, shame ! 
Shall this my guerdon be, to talk of death. 
So soon as weakness has unbarred thy tongue ? 

EDWIN. 

I 'd almost wish to live, that after years 
Might show their willingness, tho' lacking power, 
To thank thee duly. But my way of life 
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Has been a gauntlet race, thronged round by griefs, 
Which like the painted Indian yelled and stabbed. 

"What marvel then, if no unpleasant theme 
Be rescue ; tho' from death the boon may come I 

DORA. 

Was it for this thou camest, to die ? To die 
Beneath my roof I 

EDWIN. 

Wouldst rather I had found 
A tomb within the hungry bruin's maw 

DORA. 

Edwin ! 

EDWIN. 

Forgive me, Dora. But the thought 
Since first I plainly heard the wave of life, 
Moaning and breaking on the eternal shore. 
Has haunted me, that it were better far 
To 've left my bones to bleach in forest gloom, 
Than keep grim death at bay a few short hours 
By care of watch-worn friends, and win a grave 
Bedewing friendly eyes with tears, which else 
Had flowed not. 

DORA. 

Hush. I will not have thee daub 
With sooty thoughts like these the fair young face 
Of coming time. I see its ample brow 
Girt round with roses, laughter on its lips, 
And its round eyes as full of merry thoughts. 
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As summer is of golden, sunbright days. 

EDWIN. 

I '11 do — what would I not to pleasure thee ! 
And yet I could not of free motion build 
A house upon the sand of hope to lure 
Thy trustful heart, and crush it in the fall. 

Enough. Come, tell me how I conscious sat 
In the deep wood from habitation far 
With unbruised body ; and was next aware 
Here in this room, that subject of your care, 
I dragged a congeries of aching bones 
Nigh to a dim and shifting consciousness. 
Accepting with quiescent feebleness 
That this strange, shattered framework was myself! 

DORA. 

A welcome task ! We had been camping out 
By a lone lake, that claims our holiday ; 
We count it robbery to carry rest 
And spend it otherwhere. And so when worn 
With work and worry, I like Indian squaw 
Lade my good steed with tent and household stuffs. 
And slip from care to find a brooding peace. 

A lovelier scene looks nowhere up to heaven. 
In the bright morn or softer eve we launched 
Our bark canoe and moved at will across 
The lake, not glassy, mirrorlike reflecting 
Sky, rocks, and trees reversed unreal all, 
'Twas floating in mid air, beneath us spread 
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No grosser liquid than above us arched. 

Down thro' the ethereal depths unbaffled ranged 
The welcome sight ; saw the lithe fish disport 
Them in the watery firmament, and turn, 
And twist, and show their glittering ornament 
Of gold and silver scales ; saw the white rocks 
That couched like fiiU-fed kine upon their meads, 
Half hidden in the long luxuriant fronds. 

The hot noons steered us, where great shadows lurked 
In the cool caverns till the day was old. 
Then like magician's waving wand, with stroke 
Scarce raising dimples on the lake's smooth cheek, 
The paddle guided where the tenderest fringe 
That ever graced an island shore, is woven 
To the edge of many a floating paradise. 

Thence seen how glorious stood our mountain chief, 
The great lord paramount of all. Sheer from the lake 
Its giant height rose upward to the sky : 
The fierce war-eagle stayed his weary wing. 
Ere he had clomb above its rocky waist. 
Only the clouds of summer and the snows 
Had sinewy limbs to reach his upper slopes. 
He turned his broad back to the tempestuous north, 
And stern forbade it ruffle up the peace 
Of this sweet child that nestled 'neath his cloak. 

We used to watch the queenly moon at night 
Urge her white steeds thro' planets, glory-dimmed, 
While the great father shaded with his hand 
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Her silvery beams, lest falling on his babe 
They 'd break its slumber. 

Where we lodged 
A slope of velvet grass bent to the shore, 
Which on the right hand curved 'tween wooded bluffs, 
And to a river gave an opening gorge ; 
While on the left, there rose three massive peaks — 
Three stalwart sons, that in aspiring youth 
Stood proud in shadow of their prouder sire. 
And all the waters and the woods around, 
Instinct with life, gave Harold sport and fare. 

EDWIN. 

How came this sanitarium to find 
A guest in me ? 

DORA. 

You can remember well 
That morn. It rose in brightest glory ; clouds 
Glistering white upon the dazzling blue ; 
A fitful wind, that gently stirred and sank. 
Then rushed and rudely shook the petulant trees. 

Ere midday came a trouble in the air ; 
'Twas warm and cool by turns. Dense masses rose 
Above the hill-tops ; frowned on the happy land, 
And sulked away. Far thunder muttered once 
Its anger. And the forest hushed itself 
In fear and listened. 

In the tent I sat 
Idly expectant, for from hunting fields 
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Harold was coming, and I feared the storm. 

Sudden the whole sky dropped upon the hills. 
Crushed hills, and teeming clouds rolled down with roar 
Of rain and thunder crash. " My Hal, My Hal/' 
I sat and thought thro' terrible deluged hours, 
Until the gloom of eve. Its wrath o'erspent, 
The storm regretful of its passion, moaned 
Thro' the injured grove, and sobbed upon the shore. 

I sat alone, and tried to shame my fears. 
Between the scudding clouds, the moon poured down 
In cataracts her intermittent light : 
I sat alone ; and fear and hope chased each 
The other with as rapid interchange. 
I sat alone ; and weird calls thro' the wood 
Were answered by the creatures of the wild. 

I am no coward, yet I forced my lips 
To give me human speech for company. 
The night wore on to quiet sleep for all 
But me. A fear still held me, and I watched. 

Sudden his rifle made the night air leap 
To tense alarm ; and startled cries rang round 
Responsive. As his voice, I knew the sound; 
And knew I had not heard it so nigh home, 
If danger were afar. 

A moment more. 
Like spectre thro' the shadowy grove I passed. 

The whispering trees feared with my fearful heart ; 
And like a pale face pitying, glanced at me 

c 
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The moonlight, where it crouched between the stems. 

Anon a heavy tread came on the breeze. 
I sank amid the brushwood, now in grief 
Aware my haste had borne me weaponless. 

The strange and heavy tread trod on my heart, 
As thro' the gloom of leaf and night I saw 
Borne shoulder high, my Hal, my lifeless Hal, 
Wound in his tartan plaid, — a Scotchman's gift ! 

The clouded moon hid all, as thro* the dark 
The foot brushed by me, and my naked hand 
Seized it, tripped up the murderer, and found 
In him my Hal ; and in his arms you, swooned ! 

HAROLD {entering). 
Ho ! ho ! a pretty nurse ! the doctor said 

A liniment be rubbed upon the ears 

With gentle gossip. P'raps a pill or two 

Of scandal. Poultice until twelve o'clock 

At night with hot my-neighbour-personalities ! 

DORA. 

What ! twelve o'clock ! your clock has gone to sleep ! 

HAROLD. 

Your patient should be gone to sleep ! 

EDWIN. 

The wrong. 
Friend, lies with me, I 've wearied out my nurse. 

DORA. 

Yes, wearied me with prophesyings sure 
Of only not immediate gliding tombward ! 
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HAROLD. 

And so you would the prophecy fulfil 
By burning out the candle at both ends. 

EDWIN. 

She was narrating how my troublous wounds 
Happened to fall upon her busy hands. 

HAROLD. 

And did she tell, when the old love returned — 
You know you pleaded guilty as her slave — 
She laid the knife upon her husband's throat ! 

DORA. 

He mocks ! 

EDWIN. 

She told me of a stranger seen 
Bearing her husband thro' the wood at night, 
When the envious moon drew sudden veil across 



HAROLD. 

. Give me the tale. I had gone forth to find 

My tribute money. A new king had come, — 

A year- old babe — and she prime minister, 

Or say tax-gatherer-general had got 

A new excuse for imposition on 

The subject province, and her husband " sessed '' 

To furnish forth a splendid brand-new robe 

Of buffalo skin, or rarer specimen 

Wherewith to grace the lawn for royalty 

To roll upon. 

The tale had shuddered round, 
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A man-eater was ravaging some leagues away, — 
Had torn a child that walked beside her mother, — 
Had glared at men unweaponed, and was scarce 
By shouts affrighted from the fatal rush. 

I tracked him round their village, and at last 
Had seen his prov'lings end, and straight his course 
Lay on my homeward way. And so he turned 
Like skilful general the tide of war 
On my tent-keeping, solitary wife. 

The storm fell heavy on my anxious heart, 
And forced me passive till the sun was low. 
And twilight had obscured among the trees 
The track of savage feet, nor left me safe 
To journey, nor at ease to stay. Warily 
I tiirid the paths, dappled with light and shade. 
All eye and ear. A rustled twig, a branch 
That fallen crackled 'neath the foot, the glance 
Of moonbeam on a leaf, the fallen stump 
That lay enshrouded, — all gave constant spur 
To keep alert, expectant of the foe 
In ambush. Thro' the stillness of the wood 
Came sound of careless progress, beast or man 
Unrecognised until it nearer drew, 
" No home-man this I Some stranger 's lost his way. 

But while I listened to the stumbling feet 
And changing course, I heard another tread 
That thro' the gloom drew ever closer to 
The waylost man that wandered in the night. j 



" I 
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Noiselessly I speeded. All was still again ; 
When in an open on a fallen trunk 
I caught in a glance a seated man, — a glance, — 
When rolled a huge bear forth, then thud of his paw, 
And the man lay beneath the growling beast. 

A moment more and at my voice he rose, 
Wrath roaring from his wide ensanguined jaws. 

Terrible in the moonlight o'er his prey. 
Striding he stood, and dared me to advance. 

The uncertain light allowed no distant shot ; 
Nor did my tightened finger loose the ball, 
Until the barrel rattled 'gainst his fangs ; 
Then leaped the fire-flung bullet to his yell ; 
And the keen knife, plunged deep, spilled his stunned life. 

I found faint pulse-beats in you, arm and ribs 
Were crushed ; and blood flowed ceaseless from the 
wounds. 

I wrapped you in my plaid ; and for the mile 
That lay between us and the tent, I could 
But lay you on my shoulder. 

While I staggered. 
Full half the distance conquered 'neath your weight, 
My foot was caught. '* An upshot root," I thought, 
That bore me to my knees, — an easy fall, 
Since fall I must, seeking to give and spare 
Your fractured limbs. Me sliding thus, a hand 
Thrust down, stretched me bewildered on the ground. 
While my own wife before my astonished eyes 
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Brandished the red knife ravished from my belt. 
Crying " murderer." A well-timed groan from you 
Called out the woman in her heart ; she dropped 
The knife, its vengeance lost, and over you 
Lament was made, and kisses showered in vain. 

Upright I sat and stared. At last the plaid 
Unwound by her revealed a mystery, 
"Tis not my Hal !" I spoke her name ; she turned 
Astounded beyond sense, and with a cry 
Fell fainting in my arms ! A goodly pair, 
A swooning woman and a wounded man ! 

But she ere long was woman in her help. 
Bound up your hurt more skilfully ; and before 
Hastened to make our tent your hospital. 

Three days thereafter, we made shift with help 
Of kindly hands to bear you yet insensate 
Hither. So ends my tale. We bid goodnight 
With blame to her whose tattling stole your sleep ! 

EDWIN. 

Goodnight to both. And blessings on her sleep ! 



END OF CANTO IV., PART I. 
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DORA, 

I COME with news. You must be very sick, 
That you may cure a sick friend now for me, 

EDWIN. 

I '11 do what in me lies ; but how the sick 
Can cure the sick, is riddle you must read, 

DORA. 

A friend of mine has ta*en the nursing craze. 
An hospital surpasses all the world 
In moving call t' invest our talent there : 
She ties the apron on, and dons the cap ; 
And scrubs the floor, and measures out the dose ; 
Makes up the beds, and streaks the pillow smooth : 
Till one by one the patients in the ward 
Would take their potion from no other hand. 

And nurses needs must have her dress the wound 
At which the prisoned life stood, feverish 
To escape. The doctors too, — " Important case, 
Must liave ' my mother.* " ^Twas a raving lad, 
Who *d broke his mother's heart, first called the name 
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With pleading cries and penitential tears ; it 
Passed, clinging to his tongue, to saner speech. 
And then the hospital spread up and down 
The name " my mother in St John's." 

And thus 
From seat to seat, — the lowest first she took, — 
She heard the master say, " Up higher come," 
Until was hung upon her all the weight 
And care of nigh a thousand sick and sore 
And bruised and broken. All the eyes were turned 
To her ; all ears must hold her voice ; all wants 
Her providence must feel. 

At last one muttered. 
Selfish at her unselfishness, — the surgeon 
Was wounded by a dart which Cupid flung,— 
*' Why kill our healer ? See her cheeks are thin. 
Wasted her frame ! Shall it be said of us, 
We did to death ' my mother in St. John's'"? 

Then such a tempest raged ! " You want to win 
Our glory from us ! Wive thee otherwhere ! " 

And e'en the sick, impulsive in their weakness. 
Rose at him, " What, you'd rob us, orphan us, 
Stealing * my mother ! ' We will drink no draught 
Of thine, or hold a hand for pulsings, we 
Will look thee never in the face ; begone ! " 

He resolute made manifest his truth. 
And then they said her thoughtlessness of self 
Had snared their thoughtlessness of her; they vowed 
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She must go calm the o'ertaxed nerves, and smooth 

The gathered wrinkles by the lulling wave, 

Or mid the whispering leaves, and scented flowers. 

She would not. This I heard, and straightway wrote^ 
As all unknowing ; told her that my friend 
Of early life, belated wandering in 
The woods, was by a monster mangled ; lay 
Twixt life and death ; now brightened hopes 
Hung round him, if but skill and care could tend : 
But skill, and care were city bred : could she 
Take pity on a mother summoned to be nurse ? 
And pity on a nurse, whose children call 
Her to be mother, and who can't be both ? 

So craftily I wrote, nor ever seemed 
To know what turmoil stirred her going forth. 

My letter was the speck of dust that turned 
The scale. She comes to nurse and rest awhile. 

It lies on you, my friend, to simulate 
If need be, urgent want of lengthened care. 

EDWIN. 

Thanks, dearest friend. I feel the tenderness 
That veils my burden. Bitter is my grief 
To lie a helpless log. My wounds are trifles ; 
But weakness chaining coldly all my limbs, 
I cannot as I would. A stranger now 
Must lessen the o'ertaxing of my care ! 

DORA. 

Edwin, for shame 1 I bring my news, all gay 
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In festive white : you take a brush, and smear 
It o'er with pitch. Were you a beggar, sir, 
I 'd house you, if you had but fortunate sores 
And aches to magnet her beneath my roof. 

EDWIN, 

Kind, kind. I know it all. But here I lie,— 
I, who have forded rivers, mountains crossed, 
Great forests threaded by the woodman's " blaze," \ 
Camped with the Indian, lived by bow or gun 
Or snare, tended myself in woman's work, — 
Now like a six mouths' baby must I be 
Shifted from side to side by other's hand. 
And yet have neither license to provide 
Bought tendence, nor have wife or child on whom 
Nature, not I alone, would lay the charge, 

' DORA. 

I fear that by incision of his teeth 
The wild beast with his savage blood and heart 
Inoculated you. Not else such words 
Would gnash upon mine ears, like tiger fangs. 

EDWIN. 

I should have died ! My clock struck twelve at night. 
And stopped ! You Ve set the pendulum aswing ; 
But cannot wind the weights up. To and fro 
It ticks spasmodically, weaker each 
Repeated lunge. 

DORA. 

Is there no hand above 
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That marks our going ? Think you ignorant men 
Know when to give the awful signal, " Cease ! '* 

EDWIN. 

Men sin. God wills not, but allows the act, — 
The doer of it answerable for his deed. 

There may be acts of kindness done, God willed not ; 
But yet permits, and pardons in His grace. 

He bade me sit and gaze at the moon that night, 
And think how tenderly in life He poured 
The silvery light of heaven upon my heart, 
Since my bright sun had set. So gracious was it, 
That I had come to love its moonlight best ! 

So wrapt was I in thought, I heard no rush, 
And felt no stroke ; and death's grim sentinel 
Was past unchallenging. 

DORA. 

Since you Ve not died, 
And will not die as yet, to live was ruled you ; 
And life must be your choice, as well as lot. 

EDWIN. 

Ah Dora, think, — from out the fleckered wood. 
The gleam above, the gloom and gleam below, 
To gaze and gaze on the moon's sweet face 
And the stars that paled beside her ; and to lose 
One's sight in depths of blue, yearning to have 
His promise won, — " Fair as the moon," saith He ; 
And by His hand be graced with shining stars 
Of honour, lustrous which, less lustrous shine 
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Than purity's sweet light us wrapping round 
In garment of the Lord, who is the light ; 
And with clear vision far to pierce the gulfs 
Of God's once dark mysterious purposes, 
Now cloudless blue, dazzling alone with blaze 
Of radiated love, — to pass at once 
And taste, not hope these joys ! 

DORA. 

All other joys 
Too eagerly anticipated, fail 
To reach imagination's excellence. 

What country bumpkin, hearing of the town 
And all its glories, shop and mansion, rush 
Of passengers, and roar of whirring wheels ; 
But mid his open-mouthed astonishment 
Of what he sees, beholds a greater thing 
The conjuror fancy had pourtrayed. The eye 
Ne'er saw on earth a scene so beautiful, 
But to the mind's eye straight a picture far 
Transcending it is painted : so with earth. 

But for " the kingdom," we must train our hearts 
By fond imaginings, enlarging still 
The scope of our conceptions and desires. 
That vision is not lost ; its substance waits 

EDWIN. 

Oh stay ! That vision is not lost, — not lost ! 
To almost hear the harpings, almost see 
The host, and almost feel the smooth cool tread 
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On the sea of glass : do all bat see the face 

And brow that 's crowned above the thorn-pricks. Do 

All this, . . . and wake to singing in the ears, 

To eyes that crave the curtains, nerves that jump 

And twitch ; to shattered bones unknit, that grind 

And jar, and run the jaggfed edges thro* 

The tortured flesh I Not lost I 

DORA. 

You never knew 
Before such contrast came, to estimate 
The glory of " the city ;" all thro' life 
'Twill stand in fairer light, more ravishing 
Its hopes ; and you will drink with keener zest 
Because the cup was tasted, then withdrawn. 

EDWIN. 

True speech. And, Dora, were thy soul as mine 
Perchance I 'd round the same large full-orbed moon, 
And send it radiant with silver shinings 
To grace thy night ! 

Yet even moonlight makes 
The hurt eye blink. 'Tis well when we are fallen. 
Some stand erect : yet gentlest touch gives ache 
To fractured limbs. Sweet, let the fallen lie ; 
And moan in peace ! 

DORA, 

Aches first, then ease. And ease 
Because of aches. 
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EDWIN. 

But aches, and only aches, 
And never ease. The fractured hopes not knit 
Again, — por ever will be ! 

DORA. 

Be content 
To sigh the annals of the past, nor don 
The prophet's robe. This comes from loneliness 
And brings me back to gratulatory thought. 
Miss Wylmer comes to-morrow. 

EDWIN. 

Loneliness ! 
Miss Wylmer never will relieve my flesh 
Of pain, my heart of woe. I 'd rather lie 
And let the dogs be surgeons to my wounds. 
Than witness 'gainst myself I crushed you down. 
Were 't not for stranger's pity. I am whole 
Enough to raise a cup, and strong in nerve 
To order quiet in the restless limbs. 

Give me " good morning," and I '11 live on it. 
Until you pillow me with kind " good night." 
But, on your friendship, grant me this, no blue 
Apothecary shall replace my friend. 

DORA. 

She 'd come as life's elixir, and renew 
The failing springs. 

EDWIN. 

I choose t' unwind the rope, 
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And stave the bucket on the thirsty stones 
At bottom of the well. 

DORA, 

You censure me. 
Fresh wounds I healed somewhat. Old sores I caused 
To bleed afresh. A stranger with no links 
To painful memories were perfect cure, 

EDWIN. 

Pain comes not, goes not at the will. Tis here, 
And I must feel. Indeed I buried all 
Youth's gorgeous thinkings, prospects, purposes, — 
The luxurious foliage of my tropic years. 
When the sun blazed above, and the palm-trees 
Sprang emulous to reach the stars, — the leaves. 
The green and glancing leaves, the tender leaves 
That whispered lovingly, when the sea-breeze 
Blew cool, ... all these folded and laid low, low ; 
And massive trunks with strength t' uphold the skies 
Overthrown, mouldered away ; and ocean grief 
Submerged my all. 

And I was then content 
That strata after strata formed above 
Their coverings ; till He bade the waves retire, 
And the dry land appear. 

The husbandman, 
Who lays his furrow straight along the lea. 
Ne'er thinks what centuries are entombed below ; 
He guesses not what black formation lies 
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Far down beneath. He grows his crop above, 
What more cares he ? 

And I was well content 
To sow and reap above my buried hopes. 
But lo, this earthquake came, heaved up the soil, 
Tumbled the houses, gravelled all the fields. 
And showed the blackness that had come from light 

DORA- 

Well, come ; let us be miners. Delve and bum 
This coal, the buried sunlight of thy youth. 
Look not so pained. We '11 kindle not a fire 
With laughter in its blaze, and hide and seek 
About the comers, playing with the dark, 
Dancing on the children's cheeks and merrily 
Twinkling in their eyes. 

We '11 light a beacon-fire, 
And bum it all to ash. And let a gale, 
Upspringing from a nobler purer heaven. 
Blow over the green grass and springing corn 
Its memories, a fertilising power 
To enter in and be identified 
With a new life. 



END OF CANTO IV., PART 2. 
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III. 



'^loiixn^. 



DORA. 

The stubborn weakness of a sick man's will 
Denies you service. It has seized his thought, 
A ruse is practised, cause of querulous cry 
For tendence in his pain ; and yet his burden 
Was silent lips, that made the watcher wake, 
Lest slumbering care should overlook the need, 
Which, selfishness exacting, had been done 
At call, and rest untroubled sought again. 

MARIAN WYLMER. 

Will he not yield ? 

DORA. 

I fear the bare suggestion. 
It kindled baleful fires upon his cheek. 
Which fi"etful thought trimmed oft, and kept ablazf 
Wasteful as communist who burned the streets 
With lavish oil, lest foes should win the city 
For other rule. 

But the ill wind blows good. 
I joy, my Marian shall have full repose. 

D 
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MARIAN. 

Your Marian straight returns to hospital, 
Her conscience safe from doubled burden laid 
On you, overtaxed. 

DORA. 

And leave me bitterness 
Of hope's fruition lost ; and labour lost. 

I would be haunted by your pallid cheeks, 
Unpainted by the invigorating gales ; 
And saddened, as I rolled for him the stone 
With straining sinews up the hill again. 

MARIAN. 

Grant me, then, vengeance on discourtesy. 
That scorns in vehement haste my care. 

DORA. 

My promise stands too firm for overthrow, 
Even by potent lever of your stay. 
Nigh to his couch I cannot bring this nurse, 
Whom I mayhap too rashly heralded. 

MARIAN. 

Grant me my quest, and I will pledge it thus, — 
Unless he summon me, I draw not nigh. 
Nor give him any service unbesought. 

DORA. 

'Tis hopeless. Hurt to you and harm to him 
Were reaped from words repelling your approach. 
Some uncongenial phrensy sours his mind, 
Which else had feasted on my providence. 



Plotting. 35 

MARIAN. 

Hear me. Unsummoned, unbesought I place 
No foot across his doorway ; lift no hand 
To serve, nor touch his ear with any voice. 

My stipulation only, that unknown 
I vanish in the night from whence I came, 
If by him summoned, I complete his cure. 

DORA. 

With will unwilling, Marian, I yield. 
Take heed, lest pitfall dug for others, catch 
Your headlong fall ! Mine too is either's grief. 

MARIAN. 

Fear not. He '11 bless me one day, if I win. 
And if I fail, he smites an unharmed shadow. 

DORA. 

I woye a silken net to snare my friend, 
And find it ravelled, treacherous mesh from mesh, 
My captive firee, and caught my own chagrin. 
I '11 weave no more. 

MARIAN. 

Weave none. I take the shuttle ! 



END OF CANTO IV., PART 3. 
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MARIAN {meeting Dora as she enters the house). 
Oh Dora ! I a maiden out of place, 

Have two days sought a service with your sick, 

Haunting the market-place about his door. 

And I am hired for such convenient sum, 

As I may honourably ask at close 1 

DOKA. 

Hired, friend ? 

MARIAN. 

E'en so. And I could echo hills 
With laughter, that my scomer sues me now : 
But all my merriment is drowned in tears. 

DORA. 

What robs you of your well-earned pleasantry ? 

MARIAN. 

The ill that won it, winning, lost it won J 

DORA. 

It has not dried the tears on either cheek ; 
And trembling hand and lip are eloquent 
Of some disaster. Did he rage, then hire ? 
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What moves the skilled placidity of nerve ? 

MARIAN. 

The hacked and hewed and bruised and broken came 
To me, innocent of injury to all ; 
And I could do an angel's ministry. 

Here, pain that wrenched the manly fortitude, 
And forced the doors, and let the prisoned groans 
Escape, hailed me as author of this vile 
Outlawry. 

DORA. 

Give me now the very scene 
In fulMength portrait. 

MARIAN. 

Ah, he bound me close 
To pass it o'er in lightest phrase, whate'er 
The smuggler could not run untaxed to den ; 
More grieved that you should know than he should feel ! 

DORA. 

If headsman gashed his finger, as he tried 
The guillotine, he 'd pity it still more 
Than his own neck, doomed to the dread embrace 1 
Tell me the story, nor infringe the bond. 

MARIAN. 

As hungry cat, alert on velvet paws 
At the least stir of wainscot-hidden mouse. 
Shifts to the favourable place for fatal pounce, 
I watched the movements of your bedfast friend. 
Eager to catch a starved- out call for help. 
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Dressed in this bustling calico I blew 
The coachman's hom of passage by his door. 

I cleaned the carpet with untiring brush. 
And gave the furniture uneasy life. 

Two days I kept my secret plot fr(Hn you ; 
And slunk discreetly to my chamber's hold, 
Whene'er your ministrations called you nigh ! 

DORA« 

Ha! Edwin asked * whether my house or he 
Had caught the ague since Miss Wylmer came. 
At times there fell a hush, as if it stood 
With finger on the lip, no slamming doors, 
Nor boisterous voice of child. And then it seemed 
To tremble into feverish restlessness.' 

I thought him wandering ; nor ever dreamed 
The miner's tools in hidden tunnels shook 
The solid underneath. 

MARIAN. 

Ah roe, I heard 
The moan of feeble shiftings, but no call ; 
And bound my impulse with the shackling vow. 

At last this morning came the imperative cry. 
Which abject helplessness and pain sent forth. 

I entered, brush in hand ; and caught on his face 
The sharp suspicious glance, lest dreaded foe 
Were led to render aid by faithless chance. 

My menial garb deceived him into safety. 
He bade me call you, for his arm had snapped ; — 
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* The ill-knit bones, being short of temper, took 

But ill a crooked twist ; but he and they 

Were too much like for him to blame them much.' 

I said the lady was from home, I grieved, 
On needful duty. 

" Aye, that boa's folds," 
He muttered, " winding round will gorge my nurse. 
Her absence takes the place her presence held." 

I dared Miss Wylmer's name. With quiet scorn 
He said between the spasms, " Reach me a knife 
And I will sever this offending limb 
Before that dragon of the hospital 
Wins dangerous proximity to me. 

The baleful fascination of her jaws 
Drew tumbling into them my truest friend ; 
And I will cheaply purchase my escape 
At sacrifice so small" 

The while he spoke, 
My unforecasting instinct drew my hand 
To the vexed bones. Familiar bandagings 
Unwound themselves with treacherous facility ; 
Then with set teeth he bore the surgeon's task. 

The splints retied, the bandages rewound, 
We looked in other's face. 

My tingling cheeks 
And ringing ears jeered my bewraying skill, 
'* A slower hand had won a surer prize." 

Like foremost jockey hurried to the scales. 
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Who fears the loose-tied weights have dropped, and given 
A quicker race and forfeited the prize, 
I needs submit to his keen scrutiny. 

" All housemaids cannot wed the parted bones 
As you ; and make the severed lovers one." 

A moment's pause I took, and strove to draw 
The answering arrow on the nervous string ; 
And with true aim to cleave the apple truth, 
Dim seen by the agitated eye, nor hurt 
The precious life of my imperilled plot. 

" Not housemaid, sir ; but maid in hospital 
For many years/' I said, " and there I learned 
What little skill is mine. In this good home 
The hospitable owner makes me free 
To kindness proffered to Miss Wylmer, whom 
You knit to awful symbols. When she came, 
I came. When she returns, I journey, too, 
Unterrified by dragon wiles and jaws. 
To work in which we never parted are.*' 

" Forgive the petulant words. The facile tongue 
Would prove a safety-valve to pent-up feeling, 
And blows its hissing waste of steam in ears 
Guiltless of provocation." 

Then he paused. 
I drew apart, and showed a feigned surprise 
At his arresting tale of nursing cares 
Too grievous to be left on you alone. 

He almost wept to say the fracture fresh 
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Would spread the fever fire to all his wounds, 
Devouring roof and walls of his frail health 
So newly built 1 " Would any largess seem 
A recompense for forfeited repose ? 
Double, nay treble high assessment laid 
By avaricious skill, and I will count 
It unbought service, so you adding give 
Me vow of secret compact." 

I replied, 
'* Here never could I barter skill for gold : 
My little all is free to every need 
In hospital : and gladly free to any guest 
In this free home. Miss Wylmer's vow could brook 
No base infringement." 

At the word he fired, 
" She steals my friend ; and bars my brokerage 
Of other tending : cruel 'tis. I harmed her not ! " 
And then to me, " You force unwilling gift 
On one, who honourably sought exchange ; 
Thus lowering him, who cannot make return. 
You give me toil, I give you gold j we part. 
Thus each gives each out of the store in hand. 
And goes unburdened on diverging ways 
With no ungrateful gratitude at heart." 

" Miss Wylmer, sir, has made me read the writing,— 
It runs reversed. The gratitude belongs 
To him who gives us harvesting upon 
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The wide lands of his need. We garner up 
The golden wheat, the Master loves to find 
Heaped on His barn-floor, when the chaff is swept 
Away by His all-searching, cleansing fan." 

He softened slowly at the Master's name. 
" I 'm very weak," he sighed, "and all my brain 
Is seething. Will you tend a sick man's couch 
For His dear sake. And I will take your gift 
Unhindered by the graceless pride, that scorns 
To be a debtor for the Christ-like deed 

I 've done some deeds of kindness in my day ; 
And ask you pardon the ungenerous greed, 

That held a clutching hand, nor yielded share 

Of joy the Nazarene makes free to all." 
Installed I humbly took my nurse's place. 

Pained that the fever's flag should wave again 

On the recaptured citadel thro' me. 

DORA. 

Nay, Marian ! 

MARIAN. 

I absent, it had not regained 

DORA. 

You absent, twenty hordes of fierce assailants 
Had swept like sand-storm from the wilderness, 
And drowned with suffocating molecules : — 
The earth had oped her jaws of crocodile 
Capacity and swallowed us, resistless mass : — 
The white-robed mountains, chanting Druid psalms, 
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Had borne us with their merciless strength, ice-shoul- 
dered, 
And buried us in the rifted glacier's tomb ! 

Aye, aye, ten thousand fates had forked ^t us 
With zigzag lightning and their thunder shout I 

MARIAN. 

The cry of lapwing and distressful flight 
Allures the cheated danger from her nest ! 
My Dora's eager answering fain would draw 
My searching thoughts, lest I discover harm 
I 've witless done. 'Tis loving stratagem ; 
But I have seen, could truly count the eggs 
In that so guarded nest. 

DORA. 

Peace, fretful child. 
Unless by sleepless nights and anxious days 
You prove an untrustworthy guest to me, 
The sick man, cured, shall find a hidden nest, 
And number all the soft-couched blessings there. 
And name the silken-plumaged dove that cooed 
So sweetly, tenderly in the curtaining grove. 

MARIAN. 

No, no ! a glooming cloud in summer heat 
I Ve drenched the husbandman. If blessed his field, 
My boon of blessing is to rain myself 
Invisible at last, and leave blue sky 
O'erhead. 
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DORA. 

Not you has brought the harm, sweet heart \ 
But reaching you has cost a petty scratch, 
Like fruited garden won thro' jealous thorn. 

MARIAN. 

Thanks, friend. 'Tis true ; all true, I pray. The hedge 
Has torn his flesh. I pray he find inside 
The blossomy orchard, pleasant, scented sweet. 

And I, — may I, the painted petal, lure 
The humming wanderers with their pollen dust 
Of health ; then leave the rounding fruit behind, 
And drop unheeded from his sight and thought. 

DORA {to Harold entering). 
Rejoice with Marian ! She has got a wound 

To dress in swaddling clothes ; a broken limb 

To train in ways of continuity ; 

Discordant nerves to tune for pleasant song ! 

HAROLD. 

I wish her joy, and hope she *11 make it joy 
With double rails to run on, hers and his : 
No need for train's colliding crash, both hurt. 

He thought he killed my wife by overwatch ; 
And vigorous set to maim himself again, 
Eschewing care. 

DORA. 

The knitting bones are snapt ! 

Harold. 
Ah, ha ! I told him so. Unwelcome truth 
In prophecy I 
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DORA. 

And Marian confesses 
The fault all hers. And having cheated him 
To sue her unknown service, as a maid 
Here guested on Miss Wylmer's friendship, vows 
To fly an undetected culprit, ere 
Returning strength arrests, and drags her name 
From the unwilling lips. 

HAROLD. 

An honest thief ! 
Cheated him ? Good ! 'Tis for his good, good nurse. 
You '11 wear the blushing honours of this cheat 
Before his praising eyes. I '11 aid deceit, . 
With raucous voice and tone imperative 
I '11 summon you : and you, be instant up. 
And make obedient haste to wait upon 
Miss Wylmer's double — this my perilous threat 
Compelling, lest I enter, and your name 
Whispered, demolish all your witch-wrought spells. 

MARIAN, 

An awful threat I 

HAROLD. 

But now, good wife, farewell ! 

DORA. 

Your greeting is farewell ! 

HAROLD. 

And such my thanks 
For weary tramp to say it ! Marian, friend, 
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Be a bad wife to any man you choose. 

What treasure husbands have in worthless dames I 

This wife has cost me ten miles slaving trudge 
Thro' bush and swamp to kiss and say farewell 
Had I been blessed as some men are, I 'd wear 
In button-hole the scented flower of absence, 
As happy favour unexpectedly bestowed. 

{To Marian^ Tend well your sick, 

(To Dora.) And you the sick man's nurse. 



END OF CANTO IV., PART IV. 
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V. 



^uctrsing. 



EDWIN. 

There is some mystery about her, and the house 
Feels somehow changed. When Dora asks how sleep 
Was measured to me by the hours, whose hand 
Svyeeps noiseless round the star-gemmed dial-plate, 
She turns and looks askance at Marian's name. 

There is some mystery. about her. When she came, 
'Twas like the rising sun that shows thro' fogs, 
And purblind eyes can measure all its disc, 
Unfearing harm ; but when his zenith height 
Is reached, save eagle's eyes none look unflinching, — 
Less royal blink with veiled brows in his glow 
And glare. I thought her ordinary maid 
To fee with half-a-crown for service done. 

She showed her marvellous skill, not mere with bone 
And flesh ; but with the irritable nerves 
And terrible sinking of the spirit's pulse. 

Did I not hear Miss Wylmer's rasping voice, 
And dictatorial footstep, I would say 
Maid Marian were the nurse to steal the heart 
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Of hospitals, till they that weigh, and they 

That take the drugs, would throne her high o'er all ! 

The tyranny this blue apothecary wields 
Over a gentle maid 1 She starts and quivers 
At the authoritative summoning ! I would, 
1 would my hand could break the bondage links, 
' Maid Marian' changed to Marian mine ! 

No shame 
To break a vow of faith to faithless vows ! 
Who gains an I should mope in barren love 
And unreciprocated tenderness ? 

To wed my nurse, — it sounds but ill in phrase 
For pucker-browed society. To wed 
A woman, whole in heart and head and hands — 
Gives sun and moon and stars to noblest life ! 

Here Harold comes. 

Friend, curiosity 
And warmest gratitude are querying, 
Who is this nurse of mine ? Some secret winds 
Its veil across her. My essays to lift 
And peer behind are baffled still by all. 
No frivolous quest it is 

HAROLD. 

You do not speak 
Unsatisfied in her ? 

EDWIN. 

Did angels come 
Their touch were rough to hers j nor could they know 
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Albeit with spirit cognizance, the changeful wish 
And flickering longings of a sick man's mind, 
As she does. 

HAROLD. 

It will please her well. Her heart 
Lies in her task. She cradles it ; and praise 
Came never sweeter of her babe to ears 
Of any mother, than to her assuring words 
Of acceptable care. 

EDWIN. 

There is a rest 
In. all her movements, calm not slow. You feel 
It like the stirring of a gentle breeze 
To fan with coolness on a July day. 
When all the work and worrying is o'er. 
And you can watch the noiseless stars 
Kindle their bivouac fires and take the charge 
O'er all the weary earth until the dawn. 

There is no bubbling out of sentiment, — 
A drink you must drink fast, or else 'twill stale ; 
And yet you lose your breath in drinking it. 
And scarce can tell its taste when all is o'er. 

I knew she felt for me, the compound mass 
Of broken bones and shattered nerves and frame. 
And yet she had a special interest 
In each particular integument 
And ligature ; — when would the gaping wound 
Withdraw itself, and when the finger yield 

£ 
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Obedience to the sinew's call. So bowed 
I 'neath no burden of inflicted task ; 
But felt as if that she and I somehow 
Were good Samaritans to someone else. 

HAROLD. 

So then her calling under heaven may be 
Such as she dreams of, — in an hospital. 
Where loveless tendence in the long white wards 
Makes ghastly semblance of obeying Christ 

EDWIN. 

What ! Think you none amid the healthy crave 
Right tendence from a leal true woman's hand ? 

HAROLD. 

But empty longings such extend to her ! 
Miss Wylmer says, like Spanish galleon. 
She 's ta'en her lading in of golden health. 
And soon must cross the seas to Port St. John's. 
Maid Marian cannot stay behind, but goes 
Bound to an equal service in her post ! 

EDWIN. 

Miss Wylmer thwarting, baffling came ; and so 
Would part. Let her depart. Her sick and sore 
Must need her sorely. I will filch no care 
From them ; but only ask no cruelty 
Shall throw my care on your unequal strength. 
If gold can compensate — 

HAROLD. 

But one in work 
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Maid Marian and Miss Wylmer are, and take 
No gold. Your sickness was the current coin, 
That bought you service : — poor in that, where late 
So rich you were, deprives you of her hand. 

EDWIN. 

So rich am I in health and strength restored, 
That this imprisoning couch must set me free 
Ere long. But I am poor in possible 
Discharge of my accumulated debt. 

My busy thought devises thousand plans, 
And turns a baffled Sisyphus to seek 
His stone in the valley. 

HAROLD, 

Under stringent vow, 
I bar e*en gratitude's enquiry. Once 
Unquestioned might the traveller hang his sword 
And shield upon his foeman's log-lit walls ; 
And welcomed, share the feast, and safely sleep. 
Nor render up the secret of his name. 

Our courtesy will grant an equal grace 
To one who is no foe \ and sternly chide 
A brawling kindliness, that fain would lift 
The guarding visor. 



END OF CANTO IV., PART 5. 
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VI. 



MARIAN, 

I 'll say this gently, — men their lady won, 
Build harems for her, not alone in the east ; 
And only let her show thro' eyelet holes 
To the male sex, whether she have a heart 
Or mind to help a brother in his need. 

The proper " Miss," — she must not speak, unless 
With chaperon decorously on watch. 
And youths, well-classed, may with " intentions " speak. 
Not otherwise. And " Mrs," must confine 
Her observations to a matron's ear. 
And speak of children, servants, sicknesses ; 
And stir the whole abominations round 
That make her sick of life. There 's marriage, sir. 
In shackling prospect and in binding force. 
And therefore some eschew the tyrant bond. 

EDWIN, 

The barren vow of monk or nun, you think 
More fruitful than the bond of parentage ? 
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MARIAN. 

Ah you may build your palace, fronting grandly 
The congregated homes of men ; or from 
The lofty turrets of your castle look 
O'er hamlets, graced by lordly neighbourhood : 
But on the windy steep, or foam-ringed rock 
The lighthouse, leaving life to rescue life ! 

EDWIN. 

I think not so. Let but her lamp of love 
Shine in my tower ; and o*er the billowy deep 
Of life gaze bright to guide the tossing barques. 

MARIAN. 

Up in the lighthouse tower the lamp must bum 
In calm and storm. The mariner's pale ghost 
Peers thro' the glass ; the widow's haunting look 
Stares in, and then turns toward the hungry sea. 

Listen, wee hands are training palm to palm 
For tiny tappings, when the father comes ! 
Say, should we quit our post, and change those sounds 
To most unchildish wringings, when the sea 
Is sad, 
Muttering remorsefully along the shore ? 

EDWIN. 

Right words ; but in the lighthouse tower a bride 
May help to trim the lamps. And as the years 
Dip all the sea and sky in summer tints, 
May come the shine of golden curls, and echo 
Of pattering feet, and sparkle of blue eye. 
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E'en up so high as where the light must bum. 

Oh golden hair and bright blue eye, the lamp 
Will flash your radiance with its own to sea, — 
"A steady light keep burning; trim it oft. 
Upon the waves are men with children too !" 

MARIAN. 

The sweetest flower will pine above whose head 
The mighty oak spreads light-absorbing boughs ; 
So home-life dwarfs for every woman's heart 
All else, o'er-shadowed by its sun-gilt leaves. 
Abjure the acorns if you 'd grow the flowers. 

EDWIN. 

But know a good conferred plants claim for more. 
You draw the drowning to the shore, and needs 
Must chafe the limbs and help the labouring lungs ; 
Or else be murderer of the life you saved ! 

Of what avail the beacon on the height, 
Unless you give the sheltering haven too, 
And graving dock with plank and spar and sail \ 

MARrAN. 

You make it perilous to save the lost ! 

EDWIN. 

'Twas whispered me of some, who 'd rather they 
Had died not seeing light," than seeing it 
Be saved to live in darkness, reft of it 
I could a history unfold, — 

'Twas night 
And storm was on the sea : a shattered craft 
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Drave helpless thro' the dark, the helm deserted, 
The compass broken, and the reckoning lost : 
The groaning masts reeled to the mocking surge, 
And sails flapped thunderously on the unbraced yards. 
" Why struggle more ?" the crew said, " bravely die ; 
Nor let the recreant's fear contend with fate." 

A shout tore downward from the startled shroud, 
" A lighthouse on our lee !" 

The dead arose ! 
As on the foaming crest the vessel paused 
And shuddered ere it took the final plunge. 
The light flashed ; and down into the yawning hell 
They carried hope, which buoyed them upward till 
They swam again upon a mountain ridge 
Of hissing maddened foam. 

" The lighthouse ! yes ! " 
The steady beam made chaos solid ground ; 
Cohesion bound again the parting ribs ; 
The masts stood straight ; the willing helm flew round \ 
And winds and waves the magic influence felt. 
And to the haven urged their swift approach. 

But in the harbour the angelic light 
Was gone : a dark tower rose against the sky ; 
While that sweet ray for which the dim eye yearned 
Was all estranged, and roved in ceaseless search 
For others. 

Aye in port, — with canvas torn, 
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And the strained timbers aching, and the sense 
Of baffled hopes. 'Twere better to have sunk 
With that sweet light to shine upon our grave, 
Than rock a useless log in the dark safe bay ! 

MARIAN. 

The lighthouse from her rock-set purpose well 
Might turn her frown on such ungrateful crew. 
Her work was done ; and other lights along 
The hospitable shore with cheerful glow 
Are welcoming to social joys, and jests, 
And happy laughing faces, and low whispers 
Where the shadows come and go in fitful firelight. 

EDWIN. 

No share in these for ship- wrecked mariners ; 
We feel more lonely mid these happy homes. 
That flood the streets with their overflowing light. 

MARIAN. 

Your life of benefactions made a home 
In the rough wilderness, and now forbids 
You make a desert of the home-thronged street. 

EDWIN. 

Alas, I counted once my glory this, 
That savage lives were softened by my power. 
I was their sun, who ruled the seasons' round. 
And made the day, and called the flower and fruit, 
And drew the bison to its summer haunts. 

Then dropped I sudden from their darkened skies. 
And thro' my fevered dreams I heard the howl 
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Of ravening beasts, and shout of maddened men, 

And wail of women. And I thought some cursed 

Me, since I made them know the better life, 

And after tripped them to a bitter fall : 

And some called piteously as a child 

Will on its absent mother, " Come, come back." 

MARIAN. 

You raised them to a higher land where walk 
Your ransomed tribes with brows that front the dawn ! 

EDWIN. 

To leave the low, fog-mantled lands of savagery, 
And reach the table-land of settled ways, 
Asks long, sore climb ! I left them climbing still, 
And clinging to the jagged overhanging cliff ! 
The higher up, the sorer is the fall 1 

MARIAN. 

Their low estate resought is fantasy. 
You blessed them, and by them you still are blessed ! 

EDWIN. 

The dream has changed, so changed. Maid Marian. 
And \ refuse the gracious inference applied 
To soothe my morbid bodings of their lot. 
I see my old companions lift their hands, 
And childlike plead to me for wonted help : 
And then the vision shifts, and lo 'tis I 
Myself that clasps the knees, and piteous cries, 
And looking upward sees — Maid Marian 1 
And the dream fades, and truth adopts its show ! 
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MARIAN. 

Maid Marian has touched her limit ; more 
Of help she owns not ; all her task is done. 

EDWIN. 

She found me storm-tossed on the starless sea. 
And guided me to land-locked peacefulness. 
A shattered wreck awaits her magic power 
Transforming to a proud sea-going barque 
With goodly merchandise for needy ports ! 

MARIAN. 

Tis perilous philanthropy, that binds 
The rescuer to supply ship carpenters 
To check the groaning of the timbers strained. 
And stop the general leakage of the barque. 

I like not such refitting, — in dry dock 
The paint and tar ; the caulking ; and o'er all 
The din of hammers, — 'tis too much for me ! 
I lose my head, and mar my dress, and gain 
No gain. The ship refitted spreads its sail. 
And with its eager streamer pointing out 
To the wide reach of ocean, leaves behind 
The smudge upon my garments, tarry smells, 
And noisy echoes in the offended ears ! 

EDWIN. 

One single word of yours has power to trim 
The vessel from the keel to mast-head truck ! 

MARIAN. 

I drift to sea for lack of anchorage 
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In your unfathomed speech. I undertook 

To nurse a gentleman by sudden shock 

Laid low, and hospitalled where many babes 

And household cares so trammelled friendship's hand,. 

To smooth a pillow or to make a drink 

Was burdensome to do, and left undone 

Or badly done aggrieved the loving will. 

And as I 'd say, " Now nurse, your ward 's too full ; 
You got no sleep last night. My empty beds 
Are resting. I '11 take No. 8, and q.** 
And know no more than that they 're figured so 
Above the bed, — the case a wound or break 
In patient young, or old, or white, or black. 
And so she looks with heavy-lidded eyes 
Her thanks, and briefly adds, " Here 's No. 8 ; 
A broken leg — broken his mother's heart 
Too ; raves betimes, forgive him in her name, 
And soothe his spirit, else no cure for 's body." 

Your hostess in her home, taking my help, 
A little told me of your history. 
In honour, — gadding not to curious ears ; 
But simply to your nurse, as thinking much 
That brooding thought, more than slow-healing wounds,. 
Was sapping life. Well, m^ certificate 
Is duly signed and sealed, that I have won 
My nurse's guerdon in your health restored. 

But now you hint at further services, 
As far beyond my knowledge as my sphere. 
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Refit and trim again love's shattered barque^ 
Misunderstandings, coldnesses remove, 
And send you happy on your voyagings ? 
That, sir, I grieve is far be)'ond my power ! 

I have a simple knack and earnest will 
For patient watching by the sick man's bed. 
And gentle touch for aching limbs, and blithe 
Words for the lonely sorrowing heart, perhaps : 
All my accomplishments I plainly count, 
X»est you should think it want of will, not power, 
That gives refusal in this delicate task. 

Nor earlier did 1 know 'twas possible, — 
You will forgive me, but my ignorance. 
My half enlightenment had wrongly topped 
The story, finishing the building up — 
As busy-body thought will idly work — 
And left no trace where fact and fiction met : — 
The lady whom you honoured with such grief. 
Has hand of widowhood again set free. 
And struck from out the list of chattels, which 
The law hath said. Thou shalt not covet ! 

EDWIN. 

Ha ! 
My heart bursts free ; the streams were freezing up 
In the cold east wind of your answering. 
The south wind blows again. 1 listening thought 
You scorning. Now I know you are misled. 

HAROLD {as Miss Wylmer), 
Marian I Marian ! quick ! 
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EDWIN {fo Marian rising). 

One word 



HAROLD. 

Marian ! Marian t 

EDWIN. 

I beg one moment 

HAROLD. 

Marian ! 

MARIAN {ia Harold), 

I go, I go ! 

{To Edwin ^ 
Some other time my hearing shall be yours 

To add what tale you please. 

(Exit) 

EDWIN. 

Gone ! I would give 
Worlds she but knew ! 

The dead past — they|have drawn 
The grave-cloth down and shewn its pallid brow ! 
The present with its heart athrob for love 
Is lefl like babe unsuckled ! 



END OF CANTO IV. 
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I. 



Hn JlbortiDC proposal. 




DORA. 

ILL LANDOR ! Third aspirant to soft speech 
With Marian ! Society manners served 
To soothe dismissal heretofore ; but now 
It will be fire and sword ! Will Landor thinks 
He holds a master-key for every lock ; — 
That Gordian knots were only tied to keep 
The fools in play until he comes and cuts ;— - 
That he has ladders to the moon and stars 
To pluck the gold and silver fruit above 
The reach of lesser men. Now speed me, wit ! 

LANDOR {efitering). 
Good-day to you ! What joy, my lady, summoned. 

Would chase the anxious shadow from your face ? 

F 
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DORA. 

Ah, passing clouds will throw their shadows down. 
And we can give no reason why they cross 
Our skies ; unbade they come, unhastened go ! 

LANDOR. 

I sweep my skies clean of the soiling clouds ! 
I would not tolerate their vaporous 
Intrusion ! Ha ! I never did, not I ! 
A firm will and ready pluck, than ^olus 
More potent, with the north wind scatters them. 

DORA. 

And piles them, densely packed, in other skies ! 

LANDOR. 

Ah! So! 

But then I cast no gloom o'er you 
I Ve darkened oft your door, since, guested here, 
This health-bestowing, heart-bereaving maid 
Has charmed us from our wonted, dull routine ! 

But shade your brow I 

A debt of gratitude is due 
From all our neighbourhood for passing grace 
Obtained from her while tarrying in your home. 

But double debt to him, who builds a shrine 
To firmly place our idol under roof 
For permanent blessing on the land ! I know 
Of one, who shall ere long confer this boon ! 

DORA. 

Thinks he himself peculiar in the wish 
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To pour such benefactions on the land ! 
Some men would deem the sole proprietor 
Of such a public blessing, cheaply bought 
It at the price of largess given in grace. 

There were, who lost their heads in high attempt 
To be protectors of an infant king ; 
And some, who stained the altar stairs with blood 
In strong adhesion to the altar dues, — 
Nor ever yet been glorified as saints 
Or martyred patriots in Church or State. 

LANDOR. 

Thanks, thanks. I know you wish me well, and give 
Me warning. Friendly fears ensure success 
By counselling wariness to confidence. 

Some gifts I left, as thro' your hall I passed, 
Such gifts as wood and hill afford. These flowers 
I mean with your kind will to hold myself 
For her acceptance. 

DORA. 

Thanks Miss Wylmer owes 
For such ; and I will bear them and return 
With her express desires. 

LANDOR. 

I came to see 
Your guest, and had some further boon to crave 
Beside acceptance of these paltry flowers. 
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DORA. 

Their exquisite loveliness to the eye, and wealth 
Profusely squandered on the greedy air, 
Appeal against their offerer's slighting tone. 
Their native grace and scattered bounty would 
Procure them passage thro* a surly crowd 
For him, their lord, whose progress they attend : 
But now the street is closed ; no thoroughfare 
For lowly cart or princely equipage. 

And I the invidious task am given to say, 
Miss Wylmer purposing a quick return 
To nursing toil, secludes her tarrying days. 

LANDOR. 

Tis cruel such resolve. Are nursing cares 
Which robbed us of her freedom, laid aside ? 

DORA. 

The friend, whose life was granted to her skill, 
Needs anxious care from none. 

LANDOR. 

Is he, I ask, 
Accorded privilege of speech denied 
To other friends with this your matchless guest. 

I own she stands unrivalled in my view : 
I own my ear is hungry for her voice : 
My heairt is craving comfort in her love. 

I am no bashful wooer in the shade. 
Who hides his timid tendernesses. No, 
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I leave not eye and heart and brain at home, 
Lest deadly stroke should reach the vital part. 

I fight with all my vulnerable points 
Open to defter skill and stronger arm. 

I proffer wealth and honourable love 
To this your guest. Let who will enter lists, 
And seek the prize in fair-fought tournament 
With lion heart ; — not fox-like slink and steal ! 

DORA. 

Your manly proffer honours you and her. 
But she has ruled her course. 

LANDOR. 

Excluding all 
But one ! 

DORA. 

My roof has privilege for all 
Beneath it. It, not she, must humbly brook 
Your censure. 

LANDOR. 

'Tis not justly done, I plead. 
How better is he ? Has he land and gold ? 
I count a ten for every acre owned of him. 
And lordly forests stretching over hill 
And by broad river's margin 1 

DORA. 

Then you think, 
Miss Wylmer may be bought in open mart, 
• Knocked down to highest bidder ! 
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LANDOR. 

Me you wrong ! — 
But if it be of popular approval, 
You question. I know the Indian tribes 
Have sent their headsmen dressed in skins and beads 
And savage bravery, recounting all 
His philanthropic deeds, his skill in arms 
And potency in council: — will a maid 
Of pure white race, and gentle English ways. 
Be won by barbarous excellence ? Let him stand 
And try the rifle ; mount the steed ; or cleave 
With oaring arm the dizzying, rushing flood ! 

DORA. 

And now you think Miss Wylmer should be prize, 
Awarded to successful competition ! 

LANDOR. 

You are against me ! Favour helps the friend, 
And balks the stranger ! 

DORA, 

I am neutral, sir 1 

LANDOR. 

I know I am unworthy ; he not less. 
The golden eagle bursting thro' the clouds. 
Wheels upward till the rounding earth draws down 
Its pride of mountain peak, and dwarfs the spread 
Of its great plains and seas and rushing rivers : 
But when the ambitious instinct sates itself 
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la lonely loftiness, she swift descends 
The winding stairway of the skyey courts, 
And on her chosen cliff folds the great wings, 
And nestles o'er her young, as well content 
As lowly lark among the meadow spires. 

I measure not myself with her, no more 
Than loftiest peak with eagle wing-won heights : 
I only make myself the rugged rock, 
As fit to be her home as other men. 

DORA. 

Her choice must be imperial, where to light ; 
And none rebellious strive to seize and chain 
Upon their high-peaked hopes her airy will. 

LANDOR. 

Aye, but to swathe the dense mist round her flight, 
And let her break the dazed course suddenly 
Adrop upon this one, and think none else ! 

Give us clear skies, I pray ; and if her choice 
Find homing on that thunder-riven crag, 
I '11 melt a silent cloud from all her slopes ! 

DORA. 

Her will is law to me, — should be to you : 
** None access to her 'neath this roof shall find." 

LANDOR (going in anger), 

I '11 keep the letter of her law, because 
I must : the spirit break, whene'er I can ! 
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Quicker than startled bird upon the wing. 
More watchful than the sentinel antelope, 
She need be, if she stir abroad but once, 
Nor find the cunning hunter at her side. 

'Tis tyrant laws make rebel citizens 1 



END OF CANTO V., PART I. 



Hieroglyphics, 73 



11. 
J^teroglspl^tcs. 



DORA. 

Now, Marian, these marauding bees have found 
My store-room owns a full-celled honeycomb ; 
And I might come and go and do my business, 
Unnoticed and uninjured, while I gave 
Them equal freedom to the luscious hoard. 

Soon as exclusion and expulsion came 
In force by order, touch of finger-tip 
With gentlest intimation to depart 
Brings the fierce buzz around my frightened ears. 

Will Landor has been here with choicest game,- 
The keenest sportsman and the truest aim 
Is Will, of all the emulous country round, — 
And flowers that surely left his glass conserves 
Weeping their proudest fallen by the sword. 

The first, Miss Wylmer, lady bountiful, 
Permitted shares \ the last, no other hand 
May touch, and lest a filching eye or nose 
Should steal the primal honour, I myself 
Who humbly sought commissioned power to bear 
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The oflfering, was avouched a cold repulse. 
But indignation melted all the ice, 
And made the turbid torrent roll and roar, 
Soon as he knew the door, which to the night 
Shut him, housed Edwin in the heartsome glow. 

MARIAN. 

The generous visitor may take his gifts 
Elsewhere, if gifts are changed to bartered goods. 
My will and way I value more than flowers. 

DORA. 

So be it. I am your patient slave, dear girl. 
As all are somehow. Yet the lordliest lord 
May grant his servant grace to yield to sovereign, 
Who lowly homage from himself exacts. 

Since the voiced banquet at the governor's 
Has told your name and fame, e'en you must own 
A lack of power to check the gallants' haste 
To learn what harai their fortunate partnership 
In whisking galop, or in staid quadrille 
Entailed, " And did she sleep the sleep, she robbed 
Their wakeful hours of?" 

MARIAN. 

Ah ! I hate the cant. 
The crumpled artificials and the tinselled rags, 
The old world's frivolous inanities ; 
And doubly hate them, pinned and tacked to life 
Lived within ear-shot of primeval woods. 
And prairie haunts of primitive humankind ! 
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DORA. 

Hate, hate ! But guard, lest these iQve-lighted sparks, 
Like reeling sailor in the magazine, 
Blow ship and shipmates to the blenching stars 
With heedless taper swung to powder cask. 

A light dropped word may fall on Edwin's ear. 
And all the mystery of " Marian " fired, 
Explode untimely, and destroy our peace. 

MARIAN. 

I 'm sorry that I came to rest with you. 
My sister. Yet I *m glad I gave you rest. 

I 'm sorry for myself, — unrobed of name, 
I cannot the discarded vest resume. 

I 'm sorry too for him. I was his nurse, 
And now must an impostor be henceforth ! 
And yet I 'm glad I wrongly righted him ! 

DORA. 

On me the blame ! And yet I know full well. 
Maid Marian has favour's ample cloak 
To cover all her law-infringing deeds. 
Let 's speedily confess. Soon told, quick shrift ! 

MARIAN. 

No, no ! For him 'twere easy to forgive 
The beast with creeping guile for fatal rush ; 
And me the nurse with guile of healing hands ! 
Forgive — ^'tis easy 1 But to be forgiven. 
And, buried, turn to dust with graveyard stone 
Recording date of when corruption came 1 
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This burying, — ^'tis a terrible thing at best, 
Or in the body or from memory ! 

'Tis kindest, is it not, to let us lie 
With fringing eyelids drawn and braided hair 
And quiet folded hands, with sweet flower laid 
Upon the unheaving breast, — thus part and keep 
That look to give some tender thoughts of one ? 

DORA. 

What funeral sentiments ! I loud protest 
*Twas Edwin tuned you so, and loud protest 
Against such harmonies ! 

MARIAN. 

Let there be peace 
Between us. Hold at bay, if need demand, 
These multitudinous solicitors. 
Until to-morrow's sun has safely set. 

My pledge to show my patient to the world 
Of air and sun and greenery fulfilled, 
I then can vanish unrevealed, unless 
He choose to seek me for the further task. 

DORA. 

What task ? 

MARIAN. 

To do a kindness which he counts 
In terms of magnitude. 

DORA. 

What is this task ? 
And why those burning cheeks ? They tell-tales are, 
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And I will lend them tongue unless you speak. 

MARIAN. 

A task all foreign to the impeaching hints. 
He says I 've marred the merciful intent 
Twice seeking scope to end his weary life ; 
Which binds me o'er to mediating toil, 
Relaunching prosperously his love-freighted barque, 
Once wrecked, now strong to breast the waves again ! 

DORA. 

The man in the moon has died, and widow left 
Disconsolate, — ^your task is, bargain quick 
She come and wed with him ! 

There 's saner task, 
Than this you dream ! But nearer home is one 
To whom he wants the message borne, I trow. 

MARIAN. 

'Tis pardonable error in a friend, 
Your thought. But waving off discourtesy, 
'Tis not as nurse, your friend would woo his wife ; 
Nor other than she is, in name or place, 
A lady should be won for honoured life. 

DORA. 

My pretty bird will not be lightly coaxed 
Into the cage. But I a six-year wife 
Can take a mother's air, and blandly boast 
My wise experience. 

Maid Marian 
Disguised her name, but not her woman's heart, — 
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There hide the truthful eyes, that cannot give 
Denial. Yes, and you may take your name 
From safe deposit ; but that other goods 
The robber seized as you unguarded passed ! 

MARIAN. 

The dye engrained should stain my cheek for ever ! 
You think I gave my heart so light away 
To one, ambassador for whom I 'm bound 
By pledge to sue or serve. 

DORA. 

To sue for him 
Only yourself, sweet Marian. 

MARIAN. 

Ah do not bear 
Too sorely on me ! 

DORA. 

I complain of hurt. 
Two friends I have, the foremost and the closest. 

You with untrustful hand shut up the fount 
Of confidence. 

You think he hides behind 
The excluding barrier-wall his flower of joy, — 
Its scent indignant then bewrays itself 
With twofold quickness to my sense, nor lets 
Old friendship be abused. 

And yet you wrong him. 
He brought his lily love to me, the pure 
White love of his unsoilfed youth and heart. 
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And when he drew apart with deep-stabbed wound^ 
Too keenly smarting for the gentlest touch, 
The only soothing influence he brooked 
Was my unknowing nearness, — thought of this 
Like narcotising vapour, lulled his pain. 

When now we met, the pent-up waters burst, 
And on their inundating torrent bore 
Reserve of years, and pain of utterance. 
Until I called the townsmen up and out 
On forfeiture of life to stop the breach. 

MARIAN. 

And so refused his confidence ? 

DORA. 

I did; 
Until a stronger frame and cheerier heart 

MARIAN. 

And that ungiven, can furnish you no blame 
'Gainst friendship's secrecy. 

DORA. 

I blamed not him. 
His heart was open as a book to read. 

MARIAN. 

And when you read a page, you closed the book. 

DORA. 

What hieroglyphics then has Marian read ? 

MARIAN. 

Plain history at will to you his friend. 
And had you read, some words had been unspoken ; 
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Mayhap some steps had been untrodden, where 
The swamp is dangerous for returning feet ! 

DORA. 

Recite the boding passage, or I ask the book. 

MARIAN. 

'Twas this, that tidings reached him in the wilds, 
That thoughtless mischief wrought him all his harm. 

DORA. 

Tidings of Clara ? That he never told ! 

MARIAN. 

Thaty you as drowning waters did exclude, 
Which in its channel pent again has depth 
To drench some careless wanderer on the bank. 

DORA. 

I '11 tie my friendship in the sack, and cast it 
On those same waters ; 'tis not fit to live, — 
To keep the foot unwetted rescuing one. 
It throws another at the edge, and stands 
On her, rnarsh-choked, to save no better life ! 
Tell me the tale. 

MARIAN. 

You sought another tale, 
It seems, once long ago ; and now a hand 
It reaches grasping this across the years. 

DORA. 

The mystery deepens ! I can find no clue. 

MARIAN. 

You walked with him one evening by the shore. 



Yes ! Well ? 
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DORA. 
MARIAN. 

He told his love. 



DORA. 

Of Clara, yes. 

MARIAN. 

You paused to catch the light along the sea, 

DORA. 

I remember all. My silent finger showed 
The passing glory, nor disturbed the tale 
My greedy ear devoured. O gorging ear, 
I feel like mother, whom the shuddering lips 
Tell brokenly, her child's flesh formed the feast. 

MARIAN. 

Not yours the guilt ! 

DORA. 

What of the tale I forced 
Him tell. 

MARIAN. 

Behind a flower-crowned knoll there lay 
Hidden by the innocent flowers, one in the sun, 
RestfuUy lolling for the townward train. 

DORA. 

Mordaunt, was it ? A hollow, at a stream. 
Showed us his hasty, awkward leap, which splashed 
His holiday suit, at which we lightly laughed ; 
And Edwin waved to him a mock salute. 

G 
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MARIAN. 

Perhaps it stung him : and the story heard 
A purpose served to bring hiiA quick revenge ; 
He told it Clara, as Edwin's love to you. 
The known betrothed of his dearest friend, 
Untruth to Jur^ and foul untruth to him ! 

DORA. 

And did he dare heaven's thunderbolt with such 
A flash-compelling lie ? 

MARIAN. 

Oh no. He told 
The tale so innocently in its guile. 
** He overheard, — 'twixt dreams and wakefulness ; 
It was such fun ! — a twilight tale of love ; 
Then afterward it shocked him much to find 
He was unwittingly the confidant 
Of a friend's secret." Lightly gave your name 
And Edwin's ; and so laughing at the jest, 
He mixed among the dancers, leaving seed 
To grow some thistles, prickly worded lines. 
Before his cunning joke would feel the scythe. 
But Clara heard, and straightway made her vow, 
Forestalling fickleness by fickleness. 

DORA. 

How came this long-hid murder to the light ? 

MARIAN. 

Mordaunt in penitent confession loosed 
This grey-imprisoned secret. 
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DORA. 

He should die, 
A murderer of the very soul of life I 

MARIAN. 

He died. We need not rail at him, nor think 
Our punishment would kindle hotter coals, 
Than Edwin's kindness, pardon, care, — all his 
When fever-stricken in an Indian hut I 

DORA. 

I '11 go call Harold. I am guilty here. (Exif,) 

MARIAN {alone), 

Alas, Maid Marian, your weakness tithes 
The produce of your skill with heavy tax, 
And leaves small profit for the husbandman ! 

You 've cured his wounds, and wounded Dora's peace, 
Because she thinks you 've lightly lost your heart. 
But is it so ? Unpleasant quest, I trow, — 
And shame entailing to a plightless maid, 
Says Mother World ; better the thick-daubed lie I 

The casket some would rather leave unoped, 
And strongly think the rows of linked gems 
Lit up their velvet caves with diamond shine 
And ruby-tinted glow ; than turn the key, 
And see the ugly truth, with eyeless holes 
Hideously blank, cowering from the light. 

Yet is it true ? None questioning before 
But would have found a sturdy no on guard 



84 Canto V. 

With leaded truncheon heavily falling on 
The inquisitive suspicion. 

Why not now ? 
" Safety in numbers," doth the proverb say ! 
I needed not to hedge my fancy round 
In the thronged town and busy hospital 
With body-guards and liveried servitors, 
To keep the impinging crowd from tender points. 

" Stones rolling," says another mocking phrase- 
Aye, Dora thinks that in this quiet wood 
The moss was laying soft arms over one ; 
And the tender fringes, leaving parent root, 
Will closely cling, and wither on it moved. 

Who cares for mosses ? Let them cling and die. 
Those over-amorous arms unrecognised. 



END OF PART II., CANTO V. 



An Explosion, 85 



III. 
Jin giarplodion. 

Scene— Tiitf Shrubbery, 



EDWIN. 

The balmy scents, the floating light, the hum 
In all the living air, the near approach 
To grass and boughs and rippling waters I Oh ! 
The joy of health I Oh, the frame-bursting strain 
Of the intoxicated spirit ! Common life 
Can this be? Tho' the opened window gave 
A look, a scent, — 'twas sickness* dungeon bar. 
I yearned to place a feeble foot without, 
And make my title good to hope of strength. 

MARIAN. 

And freedom from a nurse's thraldom ! 

EDWIN. 

Ah! 
My friend sought favour from me once to feign 
More desperate sickness, as a ruse to draw 
Miss Wylmer from her moaning wards, and smell 
Of rampant drugs, wiling her here to tend 
A fiction. 
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MARIAN. 

And so you plotted to secure 
The tendence reprobated afterward. 

Miss Wylmer knew no pitfalls dug for her. 
In happy ignorance she came and stayed, 
But would not thrust her fretful name to ears 
Of one who gave it scornful audience always. 

EDWIN. 

I plotted ! No, I had the grace to flout 
My friend's petition ! Overborne by shock 
Of my fantastic, fever-weakened wits, 
That bodied forth the angular frame, and thin 
Hair-bristled cheeks of this bone-setting dame ; 
The eyes that blinked behind the steel-rimmed glass ; 
The corkscrew curls, gift of her slender purse ; 
The generous petticoat, that gave to view 
The coarse grey hosiery and slippers brown ! 

MARIAN. 

A photograph ! A votive urn must rise 
To celebrate your great deliverance ! 

EDWIN. 

My ears were strained to hear the rasping voice ; 
My eyes dilated at the nearing footfalls. 
Lest I should see her enter, and by force 
Instal herself my tyrant ! 

MARIAN. 

Peace to her ! 
So please you, we will keep this photograph. 
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Until you see her at St. John's ; when face 
To face, the picture and the pictured dame 
Shall stand your scrutiny ; and it approved, 
Shall then, gilt-framed, be yours to call to mind 
What dragon by Maid Marian you escaped. 

Till then nor praise nor blame can I allow. 
If you should praise her, it would fall on ears, 
That like it not : — For one praiseworthy deed 
I could a dozen count and ask your blame. 

But if you blamed her, with a woman's wit 
I 'd front you still, and throw your censure back. 
So please you, sir, we '11 talk no more of her. 

EDWIN. 

I must a beggar's wisdom and his place 
Fulfil, and take the portion given with blessings. 
The beggar's is a lowly place ; — lower mine. 
I felt as conscientious ghost should feel, 
Whose gleaming shroud and hollow, eyeless skull 
Is frighting honest folk in moonless nights, — 
I felt I should be quiet in the grave, 
Not troubling you, Maid Marian, with tendence, — 
So low I was. Miss Wylmer came, and you 

MARIAN. 

Miss Wylmer will be cause of parting us, 
Unless you be more cautious in the law. 

EDWIN. 

No ! Liberty of speech is mine once more. 
The sick-room bondage broken ! I am serf 
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No more. You must let speech, — or at the least 
To limit of its tether. 

MARIAN. 

I have set 

The bounds. 

EDWIN. 

I will not touch her guarded name : 
But you, — you Ve given me life ; and life in life ! 

MARIAN. 

Those names have long time borne nor praise nor blame. 
In which the other shared not Her you scorned 
Unknown, whom known you might perchance have held. 
In higher estimate. 

But 'tis our choice 
To aim at service rendered, fame or lost 
Or won. 

EDWIN. 

Maid Marian, I am dumb henceforth, 
Until a sick man's weakness claims no part 
In ought I say. As sick man's privilege. 
Allow this gentle hand to lie one moment 
Enclasped in mine, I telling how it smoothed 
My pillow, soothed my pain, and deftly did 
A hundred things as sure none other could : 
And on this braided hair, like timorous Jew 
Concealing the abundance of its wealth, 
I lay an unprofaning touch, remembering 
How fevered mutterings, restless wakefulness 
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Sank into quiet calm, as over me, 
Like hovering angel-wings, the unloosed tresses 
Swayed from the stooping brow of my sweet nurse. 
Farewell to clasp and touch and speech ; I ask 
No more, till perfect strength resumes the word. 
{She moves away^ gathering flowers,) 

MARIAN {returning). 
A doud of perfumed glories here I rain 

Upon your knees. 

' Oh ! in my cheerless wards, 

Soap-smelling boards and wall-engrossing whitewash, 

I 'd bow and kiss the hands, which made. 

With tints and odours such, the heavens not seem 

So far away beyond the heaving sin 

Whose melancholy waters hem us round, 

Moaning in the darkness over a set sun ! 

EDWIN. 

Flowers ! living flowers ! The cry rose to my lips, 
That nought should die. I am so glad of life, 
I craved a life for them in the crowded grass ! 
And then I thought 'twas life borne fresh to me. 
Not the faint bouquet on the counterpane. 

MARIAN {startled at a report), 
A gun ! 

EDWIN. 

How speeds along the plain that horseman 1 
His ready rifle in mid race has torn 
That dropping pigeon from its startled mates. 
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And lo, he catches it, ere touched the ground i 
And now another is on its downward way 
To join its fellow at his saddle-bow ! 

MARIAN. 

He bears straight course to us ! 

EDWIN. 

On yonder height 
I saw him rein his steed with gaze intense 
Fixed on our dwelling. Then your glimmering dress 
Seen, he sprang, and the plunging spur sank deep. 

MARIAN. 

That wide-mouthed dyke o'erleaped, he 's here anon ! 

EDWIN. 

A gallant rider and a noble steed ! 
What frights, and makes you cower behind me thus. 
Like a hawk-shadowed lark ? 

Fear not for me. 
My nerves are braced to more than stranger's voice. 

LANDOR {riding iip). 
Miss Wylmer, trapped at last ! \yithin the house 

I sacred held your sanctuary. Without, 

I claim all freedom. Haste of unhoped bliss 

Has put no offering in my hand, save these, 

A pair of wood-doves : scorned by you, may feast 

Your patient, who has starved us of your presence. 

{To Edwin. Marian slips ojff,) 

Sir, welcome to the open fields again. 

Give me a bullet, rather than a pill ; 
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Unless such medicine-man with charms for drugi. 
As you, fair nurse — 

(Turns to find Marian escaped.) 

Gone ! Panther-like she steals 
Over the unbetraying, noiseless sward ! 
The lithe and graceful form, the glorious head ! 
Gone! Well, 'tis hard! 

EDWIN. 

MissWylmer! MissWylmer, where t 

LANDOR {to himself). 
What shall I do ? I could o'ertake her. Ha I 

To overstrain were ruin. I can see, 

I touched the very verge. Rein in ; wheel round 

The haunch-thrown courser, else the precipice 

Engulphs ! 

(To Edwin.) Well, sir. Ill welcome 'twas, that lost 

Miss Wylmer. All we hereabouts had cursed 

Your sickness, since it kept her shackled somewhat ; — 

But that we blessed it, since it gave her bond 

To tarry here awhile. 

EDWIN. 

Miss Wylmer ! Who 

LANDOR. 

Farewell, good sir. The sun tan soon your cheeks ;. 
And the rich winds replenish your lean purse 
Of health and vigour. 

(Exit, cogitating,) 

Fools, fools, fools ! He is 
A fool ! I was a fool I 
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I feared and shook 
Before a white ass in the moon's thin lights 
As if it were a gruesome thing escaped 
The uneasy sepulchre ! 

He is a fool ! 
"** Miss Wylmer," says he. And again, " Miss Wylmer/' 
He looks dazed, crazed, poor soul ! 

Now I walk dose ; 
And lo the ghost is gone ; a dumb ass stands, 
Patient to take the indignant cudgelling. 

And I, I too, I was a fool, in dread 

Because his fame among the Indians showed 

Uncanny with the sparse light falling on it, — 

Lest he should win the easy love, that's born 
Of contiguity. 

Spite of his friend, 

I '11 win her I Favour crowns the dwarf and drives 

The giant honourless home. 

Free field, brave heart 

And sure resolve, — the victory is mine I 

•** Miss Wylmer," he says ; " Miss Wylmer !" Ha! ha! ha! 



END OF PART III., CANTO V. 
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IV. 
(Sincouragcmcnf. 



EDWIN. 

I THOUGHT that I had learned so well 

To lie submissive at His feet. Yet rebels here 

Rise up and shout defiant challenges, 

* Where is your God ? What purpose in your lot^ 

Driven to and fro, like thistledown by blasts 

That eddy in the comer of the field ? ' 

I was at peace, and now the tumult swells, 
And fiercely raves, and shakes my solid will, 
Like ocean billows, dashed into low caves. 
Staggering madly, blindly, round the dark sides I 

DORA. 

Oh when we play the child's game blind-man's-buff^ 
We find some ugly knocks in crooked corners. 
Pull off" the hooding kerchief and we 'scape 
Abrasions ! 

EDWIN. 

Wear I voluntary hood ? 
Two weeks have dragged their slow length in the house^ 
Since Marian went j nor ever said farewell. 
That blustering trooper, had he hurled the red, 
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Hot thunderbolt of Jove upon me, worse 
Confusion had not been I 

DORA. 

Oh kerchiefed eyes ! 
The blundering trooper earned and should be paid 
His wage of thanks by you and me alike. 

His zigzag bolt unlaced the swollen clouds. 
And spilled the gathered agony on the ground. 
Who grumbles that the fields are soaked ? Look up ; 
The sky is clear overhead ; and thro' her tears 
The whole earth smiles away her sullen ness. 

EDWIN. 

A woman, you — of desperate cheerfulness ! 
You pile the logs up, till we backward shrink 
From blinding glare and heat, that dog-days give not. 
To find the black night lurking all around 
With wolfish hunger, till we sleep, and low 
The embers crumble into useless ash ! 
The dangerous slumber I abjure, and take 
My cold watch till the dawn ! 

DORA. 

With eyes fast closed, 
Saying the rosy light, that pierces thro' 
The veiling lids, and lifts the level dawn. 
Is but the dying fire-light 1 

EDWIN. 

Grant me sight. 
If darkness blinds not, blindness darkens all I 
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DORA. 

It was decreed by Marian's sovereign will 
To slip away in travel unannounced— 
My task to show Pandora's empty room, 
Untenanted but by a distant hope 
Of meeting at St. John's. 

EDWIN. 

The gain lies hid. 

DORA. 

To me, a duty done without my pains ! 
To you, that hurried flight enforced a pause 
At Winnipeg, and friendly hands have seized 
With loving violence this maid, who owns 
In some esteem the gifts of all the gods ! 

EDWIN. 

Time was, time was ! Oh, as in summer seas 
The lusty stripling plunges joyously. 
So I would spring to breast this enterprise ! 
I am yet weak for purpose, tho' I thought 
My strength could lift me o'er the billows. Now 
I know I was but bladder-borne ; her help 
.Removed, I sink, and- gulp the salt sea down! 

DORA. 

Such help for sickness and for joyous health 
To float like driftwood out to sea again \ 

Tis wood of Araby to some ; they haste 
From far like merchants o'er the desert tracks 
To barter all their goods away for this. 
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EDWIN. 

I too would fling the worthless gold to pave 
The roads into her favour, and brush off 
The splash of triturated particles 
As mire, which soiling clung to hand or dress. 
That I might cleanly traffic love for love. 

DORA. 

There are who ready stand to trade with her 
In peaceful commerce, good for good, — the man 
His manly wealth, as she her woman's grace : 
There are who stand with sword on thigh, alert 
To challenge trespass, and with doughty blows 
Maintain or lose their conquest. 

EDWIN. 

I too, I— 
My very heart I 'd hack and hew 

DORA. 

Then rouse 
And muster strength to bear the weight of arms ; 
Nor mope one hour in womanly regrets : 
Unless your choice is for the meaner lot. 
And while the combat thickens, you will turn 
And glide unnoticed from the ranks, as men 
When beaten in the battle sought their tents 
In the olden time. 

EDWIN. 

How say you ? Others fight ? 
Who fights to conquer or to lose, I pray ? 
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DORA. 

Nay do not look so warlike. 'Tis in peace 
They fight ; and yet a very fight with prize 
More pregnant than a kingdom won with blood. 
In store of happiness for the conqueror, 

EDWIN. 

Come, spare my patience ! 

DORA. 

And break confidence ? 

EDWIN. 

Your innuendoes have undone my peace, 
And half undone your trust : its half life kill, 
And put it out of pain and power to pain I 

DORA. 

Are you aware Lord Acton comes this way? 

EDWIN. 

Comes he, or goes, or stays, I reck not. What 

DORA. 

So quick ! Then too quick ! Turn again, I chime, 
Sir Whittington, if you 'd be Mayor of London ! 

EDWIN. 

Too quick ? and yet I cannot catch your sense I 

DORA, 

Then listen to my story. 

Years ago 
Two lovely maidens twined their arms around 
Each other's waists ; and wove their locks of dark 
And light together \ and one mantle wound 

H 
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About them, all a livelong summer day : 
And ate one food and drank one cup ; and vowed 
This day would sacrament their souls' true life : 
No hill nor dale nor stream nor spreading sea 
Should part their troth ; nor joyous suns should fade. 
Nor flooding tears e'er wash the plighted word, 
Writ on their hearts. 

These rose-buds swelled to flowers, 
And opened favours to their destined suns, 
And grew the glories of their paradise. 

But one was nipped, as came a little bud 
To bloom beside her. And she whispered low. 
The white lips resting 'tween each heavy word, 
" The bond is broken, O my sister, broken 
By cruel death who severs truest plight ! 
I have but heard my infant's wail, its wail 
Alone, and sobbings of my husband here. 
I longed for sight and touch of thee. I leave 
My baby motherless, my loved one wifeless : 
If ever either need a woman's care. 
Tender and true, thou 'It render it for sake 
And right of that old vow, — a sister's heart 
To him, and mother's heart and hand to her." 

She spake no more ; but glazing eye-balls saw 
The promise, which the dull ear could not win. 

The motherless babe soon of her father reft, 
In Lady Acton's home, grew side by side 
With Marmadale, an only son and heir 
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To titled name and hoarded wealth. And well 
The lady kept her truth of vow and heart ! 

Know now, Maid Marian was that orphaned child ! 
The wild impetuous lad, his mother dead, 
Burst every bond but that of Marian's will, 
Tame to her only. But in added years, 
When all the country rang the feasting bells 
His manhood reached, Lord Acton let his word 
Hint gravely of a bride within the house ; 
At which the rough lad's spirit rose in pride, 
And blustered, " He would wed his choice, he hoped ; 
And not among his sisters would he choose." 

And afterward, when Marian unwittingly 
Touched on this bruise, barring some foolish purpose, 
His quick-bent tongue shot the irrevocable word, 
" That she forestalled the rights not yet secured/' 
Her flushed, pained face burned deep remorse in him : 
But thenceforth in the world she took her place, 
A woman, who had broken Pharaoh's yoke, 
Nor needed man's permission for her life. 

I finish now my tale* Young Marmadale 
Would see new worlds, and tread with wandering foot 
The extreme verge of wilderness and lake 
And wood, and daintily learn the Indian lot. 
Surprised he finds his old-time playmate here 
In the fresh bloom of womanhood, and all 
The charm which old associations weave ; 
And with the peremptory pride of wealth 
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And lofty place determines he will have 
Her home under his father's roof, and dreams 
Meek acquiescence of her will to mount 
After low toils to such high destiny ! 

EDWIN. 

His arrogance deserves a chastisement 
Much rougher than her gentle hand will give ! 
Would it were mine to marshall him his place ! 

DORA. 

Lord Acton too, obedient to the call, 
Has hurried here from England his grey hairs 
And feeble limbs to crave a rescued home 
At Marian's hands in his ancestral halls. 

No comfort there since Marian stole away : 
The rude boy ruled, what now the young man wastes 
In premature assumption of his rights. 

The old man grieves more for the ruined life, 
Which lays its wreckage at his feeble hand ; 
And trembles over with an eager joy. 
That Marian should redeem his wayward son. 

EDWIN. 

The lad he ruined, he would give in fee 
To her who 'd pay the mortgage, double times 
The value ! Tis dishonesty so gross 
The law would flout it if of sticks and stones 
The transfer was ! 

DORA, 

Ah, he is handsome, rich, 
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And generous-hearted, with the open hand 
Which makes him hold no good for personal use. 
His purse is every man's : his ready tongue 
Would praise the assassin of an hour ago, 
And gild him o'er with virtues, till he shone 
In burnished splendour. 

EDWIN. 

I have known some such, 
Nor found myself the richer for their love ! 

DORA. 

Think 'tis Maid Marian with her selfless heart, 
Athrob to bless the whole v/ide world at once \ 
And with her eyes behold the thousand charms, 
That spread their subtle influence round this choice ! 

EDWIN. 

No hope for me ! I am no runagate. 
No moral leper with his beggar sores 
To crave the rich alms of her love and life ! 
'Tis clear I 'Tis right I 

Alas, dear friend, alas, 
Rough Bruin's teeth had pity for my heart. 
Their loving cruelty would rend my flesh. 
And give a passage to my threatened soul 
From coming woe I 

DORA. 

Faint heart ! 

EDWIN, 

Faint heart ! Ah yes^ 
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Because perplexed ! I have been battling self, 
And deemed it wounded nigh to death, or dead. 
And lo, like treacherous savage, it has risen 
And stabbed me as I careless strode across 
Its prostrate form. 

I thought this maid was low 
In birth and place, and owed her marvellous gifts 
To native goodliness and grace alone. 

I purposed with myself complacently 
To match her noble nature with a lot 
Not all unequal. I feared no counter claim 
To this lone flow*ret in a forest nook. 
Nay with forecasting strategy I planned 
My whole campaign to batter down the gates 
Of prejudice, and win her social rights. 

A king Cophetua I proudly dreamed : 
But Fact has waked me with a buflfet rough 
To see the queen in shining garments wear 
The face that tranced me, and my proflfered robes 
All fairy-shifted to a beggar's rags I 
So from the courtier's laughter I must flee I 

DORA. 

Burst thro' the crowd, say I, and win the prize. 

EDWIN. 

Tis this accursed self! I cannot judge 
Impartial judgment, while with stentor voice 
It shouts its own case, and o'erbears all else ! 
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DORA. 

Some curse the self which they should bless aloud ; 
And some do bless the self which owns the curse. 

EDWIN {musingly). 
Why should I greedy snatch the luscious fruit 
From eager lips, and fill the spluttering mouth 
With disappointment's bitter ashen cores ? 

So long the driest crust has been my fare, 
It wins from frugal wont a sweetness now. 

DORA. 

Good is a change of diet, doctors say. 

EDWIN. 

I Ve been a traveller in the dark so long 
My eyes can see the glimmer on the path. 
Where others stumbling fall and bruisfed lie. 

DORA. 

The traveller and his horse need rest betimes, 
Lest over-urging end in sheer collapse ; 
And night is best for slumber, tho' it give 
But picket tied, and shield of log-trimmed fire. 

EDWIN. 

I know a crop enriches all my floors. 
That else were empty, had not sorrow lent 
Me her sharp sickle for the harvesting. 

DORA. 

'Tis equal-handed kindness bids the scythe 
Be lent to all the neighbours round in turn. 
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EDWIN. 

An advocate for self ! You bid me clutch 
The hanging clusters \ bid me come and bask 
In the warm sunshine ; bid me call from field 
The last tired gleaner, and sit down to feast 
At harvest home, and shake the sounding floors 
With tread of springing feet ; self — host and guest. 

I knew one self for years, and daintily 
I perfumed all its gay apparelling, 
And feasted it with choicest delicacies. 
And sang its praise in varying dulcet tones. 
And then it vanished like a wreath of snow 
At the first sun, and stole away to tell 
With babbling tongue my secret to the foe. 
It troubled while it lived, more than it pleased ; 
And going left a traitor's curse behind. 
I sadly closed my door, and sat alone. 

And then a rough thing came and knocked and asked 
For service ; coarsely favoured, hard in hand. 
And short of speech ; but made to take its place 
Behind the chairs of all and serve, not feast — 
Save on the broken pieces ; carry loads, 
That dare not gall the silken-hided fianks 
Of corn-fed barbs ; pull from between the bars 
With blistered finger-tips the roasted nuts 
For dainty picking of the sated guest ; 
Sheathe in the shivering back the first sharp stabs 
Of the keen east wind, while fur-clad comrades took 
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Unthankfully the shelter perilously won. 

The first self was a petulant lady love, 
Exacting, thankless, squandering all my peace : 
This last a ready slave to do my will. 
And earn me grace, and spread me purer joy. 

But lo, the serf has risen, and thrown aside 
The menial garb, and takes the royal seat, 
And claims the princess for his partner there I 

DORA. 

Should he be hurled a base usurper down 
To lowest dungeon, swiftly doomed untried. 

What if, a princeling in disguise, he sought 
To win by service what was his by birth, — 
Obeying with a regal perfectness. 
To learn the subject's duty, ere he dared 
To use the king's prerogative of rule ! 

EDWIN. 

I will go see her. Let your friendship be 
My title, that I fill no stranger's place 
With those, who stayed her flight at Winnipeg. 

And Landor ? 

DORA. 

Landor lost no day. He went 
In glory to the battle ; and returned 
With banners torn and troops demoralised 
And wounded frames that on the jolting ruts 
Groan heavily. 
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EDWIN. 

Rejected ! Fellows in 
Misfortune he may find ! 

A splendid horseman ! 
Was it resentment for too bold approach ? 

DORA. 

Behind the cage's bar a lioness 
Watching a truant urchin's tricks, I 've seen. 

Her eyes agleam, the resdess curl of tail, 
And twitching paws, made plain that, bars removed. 
The tune would change upon his jocund pipes ! 

And such regard I 've seen in Marian's eye, 
When following Landor thro' the groups that laughed 
A social hour away. 

She 'd cut herself 
In shreds to help the wronged ; and limb from limb 
Tear the wrong-doer till he rights the weak. 

I 've spoken Landor's name, and seen a look 
Harden her face to stone. 

Their lines have crossed. 
He too divined a something : once he caught, 
And cowered beneath that searching, stern regard : 
And straight his headstrong will more eager rushed 
To overbear resistance. 

Well I knew 
He ran upon the bosses of a shield, 
That turns the mightiest spear of foe aside, 
While 'neath its edge the healing thrusts are passed. 
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If he will take his fall, as overthrown 
In outlawry, and ask the Good King's pardon. 
The ruin of his pride shall build a house 
Where purer joys his housemates shall abide. 

EDWIN. 

Know you his wrong, and whence her knowledge comes ? 

DORA. 

Nothing know I. And you might bray her small 
To powder with the pestle, ere you find 
Her secret. 

EDWIN. 

It will out some day, like spring 
Of snow-cold waters in the harvest heat. 



END OF CANTO V., PART 4. 
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V. 

Scene— ^ wooded height overlooking the Village of Nilwaukie, 



MARIAN. 

Like gods we from our specular mount look down 
On works and liomes of men. 

EDWIN. 

But unlike gods, 
The men I know not, and the homes are closed 
To penetration of a common eye. 

MARIAN. 

Then mortal man, a goddess I will be, 
And roll the mists of ignorance away. 

Behold this tube, thine aided eye can note 
Yon pretty cot with creepers overgrown,— 
A three months' babe is working there each day 
The wondrous cradle-feats of Hercules. 

EDWIN. 

Ho, ho ! What infant Hercules is there ? 
Throttling what treacherous, slippery snake, I pray ? 

MARIAN. 

You '11 give a bachelor's barbarian laugh. 
When with the placidness an old nurse claims 
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I say that every cradle holds a Hercules, 
"Whose baby power the serpent Commonplace 
Succumbs to, — commonness of eyes and cheeks, 
Commonness of smiles and looks annihilated ; 
And glory crowns the infant as a one thing, 
None other such in all the world, no none, 

EDWIN. 

And every cradle has its Hercules ? 

MARIAN. 

Aye, there's the miracle ; — ennobling too. 
It glorifies with its own glory. Look ! 

EDWIN. 

Yes, there the mother opes the door, and stands. 
Her Hercules in arms. 

MARIAN. 

For home the father 
Comes, and above the cracking whip and shout 
To the struggling team, you hear her prideful tones, 
Holding at the quivering arm's height her matchless one. 

Now see the strong man wipe his brow, and ere 
Unyoking, yield to the might of babyhood. 

I could have thrown my arms around that man 
But yesternight. You stare ! 

A sudden message 
Came storming for me : " Child 's adying. Miss, 
Come." The whole man was concentrated in 
The words and look. 
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" Come ! " 
The angel of death himself 
Could put no more of potency in his call ! 

I went. Beside the little sufferer 
The strong man bowed, and sobs his whole frame shook, 
Until the battle turned and — Hercules— 

EDWIN. 

And Hercules was himself again to squeeze 
The serpent tighter ! 

And so with angel power 
You pass from life to life and leave a cluster 
Of heaven's own fruitage in the lap of each ! 

But what of right had they with forceful call 
To summon you ? 

MARIAN. 

What right had I to such 
A call, endowing with its memory 
Of joy unspeakable conferred, a mine 
Where thought can delve and bring up precious stones. 

Look, from this height, what glory stretches down 
Over this carpet, which the various leaves 
Of forest tree-tops weave for us, high-seated, — 
To where the wandering river shows its pools 
Sparkling in light or sombre in the shade ; 
And then across the homesteads, pasture lands. 
And rich green corn to those grand mountain peaks 
That lead the eye from pine-clad slope to crag 
And cliff of black and barren rock, still upwards 
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Till the great shoulders mantled o'er with snow 

Let the tired sight rest, as a father doth 

His wearied child: and that blue sky, with clouds 

Lying asleep, as if the angels folded 

Their flock of tender lambs in heat of noon : — 

From cloud, and peak, and pine, and river pool, 

And overlooked tree-top bathed in liquid light, 

I turnj a simple woman drinking joy, — 

And at yon cottage know a godlike bliss, 

For there in God's grace, saved I precious life ! 

EDWIN. 

The false god self must be dethroned ere such 

MARIAN. 

Pardon ! Perhaps I stole a grace by words 
Unweighed. Alas most human too the charm, 
That draws me to that simple cottage home : 
Not hovering of the mighty dove-like wings 
Above the place, whence chaos was dispelled ; 
But weary sinking of the tired resolve, 
And thinkings, — " In the round world nought 's so good 
As mother's hush, rocked in her cradling arms. 
Oh earth and life, so full of work and woe 
And great unrest ! Childhood, and youth, and manhood. 
And weak old age burdened with heavy burdens : 
And babyhood alone is blest with peace." 

When I am weak and wearily sad, I long, 
Oh how I long just for an infant's calm ! 
No need to say a clever thing, or do 
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Some deed Tenowned I My baby talk esteemed 
More eloquent than orator's harangue ; 
My holding to a stretched forefinger more 
Wonderful exploit than conquering Theodore. 

A four-year child I took the burden up, 
And no sweet fairy cut the binding cords 
To let it drop from off my shoulders. 

But 
I chide these psychographical details, 
And leave the lowlands of my morbid phases, • 
And sit a goddess. 

Yonder in the glare 
And glitter of the sun, a tall maid stands 
With white arms bared, feeding her barn-door fowl. 
Her voice floats upward here. Two rival swains 
Besiege her, — one fair-haired, blue-eyed and lithe 
Of limb, and glib of tongue ; — one honest, slow. 
And kind of heart. Her destiny with one, 
I read, is broken-hearted, broken-lived, 
A ragged, draggled, beaten drudge ; and yet 
The ragged, draggled, beaten drudge she '11 be. 

EDWIN, 

'Tis like a woman ! Reason in the race 
With sentiment runs heavily weighted, when 
A woman sits as umpire. In her courts 
Unbandaged justice holds the scales aloft, 
And turn by turn assists the rising beam. 

The victim's breast she covers with her own. 
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And dares the murderer to the deadly stroke : 
The deed done, and the vengeful beagles crying 
On the hot scent, she blurs the trail, and washes 
The red stain off his hands, most pitiless 
In this her pity. 

MARIAN. 

Well, 'tis like a man 
To look, and from your manhood's loftiness, 
Gathering the cloud on disapproving brows, 
Flash the blue lightning on our woman faults, 
Making them start out livid 'gainst the black. 
Bare night ; and with the thunder of your speech 
Denounce them ! 

EDWIN. 

Ah ray goddess, Juno-like, 
Is swift to seize the bolt at Jove's right hand ! 

Pardon my rash speech. Yet I still make bold 
To say those white arms yonder, tingling tipped 
With fingers wound amid the fair lad's curls, 
Despite the warning, is woman to the core, 

I wonder that a good man gets a wife. 
He fails when rivalled by a reprobate ! 

MARIAN. 

M5rsogynist ! what monster have I nursed ! 
Reward me thus ? Were I not woman then, 
Nailed to this rock, you 'd bleach a skeleton. 
And in white bones do penance for your speech ! 

I 
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EDWIN. 

Nay, chain me not on rocks, altho' I stole 
The fire which casts a glow upon your cheeks. 

I speak of woman's glory turned to shame ; 
Marsh waters, that might be a green-banked stream. 
For 'tis the instinctive motherliness, and in 
Maturity as irrepressible, 
As is doll-doctoring in the nursery. 

The natural nurses of humanity, — 
Chief, let us say, menkind, — their hearts are drawn, 
Whether 'tis soul or body, life or lot, 
That needs the tending. " Winning homage is 
A crown, — to renovate a life will gem 
The golden crown." Thus lured, they weakly die 
Who else might, strengthening the strong, have lived I 

MARIAN. 

Well, grant the story true, the likeness good : 
Mayhap the story might be told another way. 
The lion in the fable grimly thinks 
Some sculptors might reverse the attitudes. 

EDWIN. 

Her true commission to redeem the lost. 
Why should not woman bind with ample love 
Her heart around some steadfast, upright soul. 
And with free movement enter mid the waves 
To grasp the drowning. Friendship of my hand 
May reach and rescue, when with triple cord 
I feel myself engirdled, and assured 
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Strong hand, brave heart will draw me shoreward safe. 

MARIAN. 

A coward may, dry-footed, pull the rope ! 

EDWIN. 

Aye, aye, but women scorn the line to shore ; 
They dash amid the waves and bind themselves 
With straining arms and wet bewildering hair 
Around the sinking, and sink, — sink with them ! 

But late yon village thronged the open space 
To watch young Spillane win the eagle's nest. 
One heart athrob, one voice or hushed as death 
Had smote them, or in wild huzza pealed out. 
The cragsman let his sister take the t%g 
The clucking fowl was vaunting in the yard ; 
His hand must on the dizzy height invade 
The rude branch nest, and bring the speckled globes, 
Or the fierce eaglets down. And such the youth ! 
Strain tight his nerves with dangerous attempt, 
Ere they will give the music that he loves ! 

But woman's precipice is man ! She scorns 
The level nature, good to grow tame virtues 1 

" There 's danger if you climb to reach this nest; 
The windy passions blow ; and like the swoop 
Of eagle, wrath sweeps, if his will be touched." 
You give the very reason why she says, "I '11 climb." 

MARIAN. 

Sir Parable, on one your mind's eye rested ; 
And by some optical delusion, turned 



Ti6 CafUo V. 

On others, finds the last seen features still 
Unwashed away. 

EDWIN. 

I speak of noblest hearts : 
Creative instincts blindly seeking scope. 

No man made ready in the shops they want. 
They would be sculptors, and not purchasers ; — 
Give them the block, the chisel and the hammer. 
They '11 make a god, — and then they worship it I 

MARIAN. 

Bacchus, for instance, and the reeling fauns. 
The loathsome satyrs, — these are women's work ! 

EDWIN. 

Fauns, satyrs, Bacchus, all were gods and are ! 
And never did idolater with such 
Intense devotion worship at his shrine, 
As fair pure women 'fore the idol god 
Within their hearts, the bad, base, stone-fleshed man. 

MARIAN. 

Say piteous truth, not seldom does the might 
Of their unceasing prayers win heavenly grace 
To give life to the image that they love ! 

I sound a truce. It moves my merriment 
To note your tense and eager strain of voice. 
As if you feared some evil lurking chance 
Threatened my peace, 

EDWIN. 

You had embargo laid 
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Upon me, till the transformation scene 
At Ottawa. The curtain prematurely rose : 
Let me now speak. 

MARIAN. 

Ah this the great emprise 
That gives you fear ! My services are poor ; 
But if you take them knowingly, your slaves. 

EDWIN. 

You heard my story to assist my cure, 
And now my cure has made my sickness ; so 
I claim a patient hearing of my tale. 

You asked one day, if she I mourned were still 
Numbered among uncovetable goods. 
'Twas what she was, not is, my heart still holds. 
For what she was, is mine unchangeably ; 
But what she is, may pass a stranger by. 
Perchance again and once again in streets 
We two may meet and look in other's face. 
And feel no rising of the conscious blood, 
Or tell-tale shrinking of the averted eye. 
Perchance her children in their joyous pranks 
May flash their heart whole sunlight into smiles 
Upon me, and no clouding thought uprise 
To whisper, 'They are hers and his, not thine.' 

Or I might take her child upon my knee. 
And recognise her lineaments, tho' crossed 
And blurred and broken with that other's likeness, 
As when the placid wave that holds a face. 



ii8 Caiiio V, 

Is by the breathing of an envious wind 

Stirred from its mirror smoothness, you may see 

The clear reflection lost, thro* lines disturbed 

From faithfulness to their original. 

A glance of the eye, a turn of hand, a pose 

Of head, or bodily movement might perchance, 

Recalling her, wake up a thought from sleep 

To point and say, ' Didst see? how like her 'twas !' 

That were but memory of the dead, — loved dead. 

And yet again, — I will most truly speak. 
I would in sunlight place my opened heart, 
And let be seen not only mountain tops 
That catch the dawn low down in Arctic skies 
Which never grows to day, — seen too the deep 
Recesses of my soul, illuminated 
As yonder ravines on the distant hills. 
Impenetrable to the eye save when the rays. 
As now, burst in and drag them to the sight. 
This lady, if she lives, whose girlish form 
I claimed as mine, whose lips bore fruit for me. 
Whose hand in mine made with ecstatic leaps 
My heart to welcome that dear touch of hers, — 
Were she this mossy couch to share with us. 
Perchance — I say perchance — the altered face. 
The change that separate years have wrought in each, 
Would cause revulsive feelings to desert 
The stranger present for the long-loved past. 

I would see the mark of where the flowing streams 
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Of day and night, of joy and grief, had worn 
Channels in brow and cheek, — her cheeks have known 
No change, smooth, velvet smooth and soft to lip. 
This lady's voice would sound in fuller tones, 
Her form a matron's fulness would have taken, — 
While she I loved has still the same sweet voice, 
And lives in purity of maidenhood, 
Unchanged to know no change while memory lasts. 
Changed form could never oust the unchanged ideal 1 

Taking this lady's hand with unmoved palm, 
I'd look with gaze of calm, unlidded eye 
Saying sadly, " I remember long ago 
You did me wrong, — a cruel, tearful wrong. 
But that was long ago, and from its tomb 
No voice shall summon it. And so we part, 
Forgiveness in this handclasp o'er its grave." 

MARIAN. 

That done, the pardon given, and parting made 
Between you, what my office, raises question. 

EDWIN. 

I fear rehearsals of my past have blocked 
The way against the story of my present. 

MARIAN. 

And you would have me go as pioneer ? 

EDWIN. 

Perhaps the thorny brake would daunt your spirit ? 

MARIAN. 

The dogs have barked at me when passing by, 
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Such rents in my fair fame ; and festering thorns 
Have burned for weeks in flesh of mine, that those 
I loved might find the forest pathway cleared 
And smooth as carriage drive in princely park ! 

EDWIN. 

No need for axe or billhook here ; a word 
From you so potent were, that Orpheus* lute 
Found not such willing servitors in rocks 
And rooted trees, as all obstructive things 
From their deep sockets will uprise and move 
Harmoniously, and let me walk as king 
To the ivory throne of joy ! 

MARIAN. 

This great emprise, 
Say what it is, and when, and where it lies. 

EDWIN. 

No more than quittance given unto one 
Reported, and acknowledging himself, 
As bound till late in grief for early loss. 
If now acknowledging to a new life 
Upspringing thro' the sod with swollen rootlets. 

Must never heart that has a grave, possess 
A garden in the which to nurture flowers 
With scent and tints to add a charm to life, 
Unless he hide as close as murderers will 
The buried thing : or worse, with mattock go 
And cast the body laid with honouring tears 
And broken prayers, out from the covering mould. 
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Out from its consecrated ground, for beak 
Of vulture scorn to gorge itself with carrion ! 

I had a love ; it died by treachery ; 
And after lamentation sore I laid 
It in its grave, and smoothed the sod above. 
And every day I visited the tomb, 
And for its stone my mourning chaplet brought 
To wither there and die, — cut flowers must die. 

One came and sowed me seed, and reared me plants,. 
And made them bud and blossom. And I thought 
Perhaps this hand would bide with me, altho' 
There are some withered chaplets hanging round ; 
Perhaps would consecrate the burying ground 
From callous sneers, and leave the dust at rest. 
Perhaps, — what would you say to my perhaps ? 
Will Orpheus charm the hindering rocks away ? 
And will the judge acquit? 

MARIAN. 

The potency 
In words of mine has sceptical reception. 
Nor have I jurisdiction in the case 
To give decision. Let the lady speak. 

But come, there sounds the rifle of our friend 
Young Marmadale. He mocked at Spillane's feat» 
I '11 dare him now to climb, and bring me moss 
From yonder splintered peak. 

EDWIN. 

Ah Marian, stay ! 
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Doubt not that winter lingers in my heart 

To nip the fresh buds that young spring's voice called. 

No pther lady gives decision here. 
No word but yours can harmonise my life. 

My tender nurse, in sickness proved, I longed 
For health to sue thee as my wife. I love thee, 
Sweet Maid Marian, I love thee. Stay and say 
One word of answering love. 

MARIAN. 

What purports this ! 
You Ve led me blindfold to this dizzy edge, 
And straight the kerchief loosing, let it fall. 
And your supporting hand withdrawn, you urge 
Me to free movement, — unexpected glare 
And dangerous height forbidding it : rash speech, 
A fronting chasm to drop into with pain 
Of bruises, broken bones to each of us, — 
Or rereward scrambling searches for the path, 
Diversified, not dignified by slips 
Into unmeant phrases ! 

EDWIN. 

I must crave your pardon. 
We wonder when our noon is high, to hear 
'Tis midnight somewhere else upon the globe : 
The rich man thro' the disallowing jingle 
Of gold and silver in his pocket, scarce 
Can catch the sounds of truth in any tale 
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Of stint and want. 

I tried to hide the light 
Within my heart, yet ever thro* the shutter 
It gave betrayal by its amber line, 
Or at the irrepressible stir and move of feeling 
It flashed its secret thro' the opened door. 

MARIAN. 

Friend, you have given again the helping hand ! 
The carted deer, being loosed, has now secured 
Its * law ' before the struggling hounds break free. 

' You tried to hide the light ;' * the door allowed 
Incautiously the flash,' which you recalled 
With most apologetic swiftness, — slammed 
It to with necessary violence 
To intimate the opening was an error. 

EDWIN. 

You speak so sternly ! I had bound myself 
Against a sick man's wooing. If resolve 
Let fall the bridle 

MARIAN. 

Ah Miss Wylmer's maid 
Was conscious that her patient overstepped 
The warmth an upright gentleman should show 
Save to his equal in the game of life. 

" Miss Wylmer's maid " to you. Miss Wylmer was 
With lady rights to hundreds in the wards ; 
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And grew not inexperienced in the glow, 
That gentles, weak and low and idle too, 
In the dull rounds of hospital recovery 
Will radiate on a kindly face and smile. 
I oft forgave and nursed to healthiness 
The offended heart from its soon-healing wounds. 
In this last case Miss Wylmer's maid was slow 
To take offence, — and you must grant my right 
To say the last word now, — think not, good sir,. 
You wooed the mistress in the maid. 

EDWIN. 

Mistress, no ! 
I wooed no mistress, then, nor now ; but her 
Whose woman hand has won me buoyant health. 
Whose woman heart and hand I crave for life. 
I would she were but simple nursing maid. 
Uncrowned with honours that must draw the crowd ; 
Only she were not then the very one. 
Revealed or unrevealed, that won my love. 

MARIAN. 

I thought your love was ever at the grave : 
And love that is baptized for the dead 
Can give no homage to a living fere ! 

EDWIN. 

'Tis love that knows no rival, — among the dead, 
Or living. 
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MARIAN. 

In repute ! 

EDWIN. 

Just judgment judge, 

MARIAN. 

The Past dreads not the fiat of the judge, 
Tho' royal purple decorate his seat. 

'Tis the weak Future from whose servile heart 
He drags obeisance in the altered course. 

EDWIN. 

Say, is it justice brands the innocent 
As caitiff vile ? 

MARIAN. 

The verdict that you give, 
O jurymen, shall be, as evidence 
Is furnished. 

EDWIN. 

Jesting ! 

MARIAN. 

To the blush you put 
The simple nursing maid. And should shie fall 
In love with love that sighed another lost 
In once accepted, now discarded fact ? 

EDWIN. 

So wrong once done, forbids right ever done ? 

MARIAN. 

The wrong begets a wrong full oft, unwitted 
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By the after-doer; and we count him thief 
Once slandered with the name by crael tongue. 

But this say I, — Whoso has suffered wrong 
Should ride in armour, glove on helmet top 
Dipped in his anguish blood, and sworn to give 
No quarter to that wrong, and dare the highest 
To mortal issues in the needful hindrance. 
The knight redressing wrong, must it eschew. 

Your love was turned a gardener in late. speech; 
Hear then a parable in full reply. 

Love had a garden, and the winter came, 
And the flowers hung down their heads and died. 
And left but diy, wind-persecuted leaves, 
Or sodden, mouldering heaps, when the old year passed. 

The new year came and spoke of gentle spring, 
"Let the cold winding sheet of snow depart: 
Not death, but life is here." The snowdrops smiled 
A wan pure smile ; and the crocus lit its fire. 
So love took heart The honeysuckle's leaf 
Aiipeared, and the roses filled their buds ; and birds 
Woke music in their twittering trial songs. 

Cut flowers must die, you said :— first flowers of spring 
early doomed ! spasmodic clutching hands 

le old year reaches after, and they die. 

;e heed ! so come the old-love memories again, 
Ind hoarfrost swathes the buds for burying ! 
■uch is love's parable, I 
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[At the word 
A rifle pealed. 

The mountain echoes leaped, 
And fled from crag to crag in upward flight. 
A bullet hissed a moment ; struck, and hissed 
Onward above his head, — the lady dropped 
Blood gushing from the rich folds of her hair. 

His startled arms received her, and before 
His frighted senses rouse, a flushed face breaks 
Upward thro' the entangled brushwood; and 

a voice,] 

MARMADALE. 

Ha ! You here ! Frighted you I guess ! Nerves weak 
Didst see a squirrel I shot at, — such as looks 
So roguish on Miss Wylraer's hat ; it dropped ; 
Hit it right in the heart. May Warren vowed 
A kiss to me, an I would bring her such ! 
Confound these branches ! 

EDWIN. 

Help ! Here, fellow, quick I 

MARMADALE. 

What ! Blood ! Marian bleeding ! And her cap— 
Her squirrel cap— oh 1 heavens, I shot at it 1 

EDWIN. 

You Ve murdered her, you villain ! 

MARMADALE. 

Charge not so ! 
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Between the swaying leaves I saw the brush, 

jVnd black-bead eyes, and fired. Naught else I saw. 

An Indian's keenness would have failed as well I 

I 'd give my life to fend her from a harm. 

She 's only stunned. A tremor o'er her face 

Is passing. 

EDWIN. 

Water ! Get it and do good, 
Before you 're hung for this malevolent deed ! 
Water 1 D' ye hear I Quick \ Trickling near, it cries 
To come to her. Go, man ; you 'd murder twice ; 
The life she had, you took ; returning life. 
You'd coldly stare it out of countenance, 
Nor give the welcome of a drop's revival ! 

(Marmadale fetches it). 
You 've brought it, stinted measure ! 

MARUADALE. 

Hollowed hands 
Make but poor pitchers 1 

EDWIN, 

Hollow, hollow heart, 
That in its rottenness could not contain 
What grace would shield this gracious one to-day 
From sacrilege ! 

The water tearlike runs 
Down her white cheek from the unconscious brow ! 
There 's not a river flows with volume large 
Enough to wash thee clean I 
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MARMADALE. 

Now spare such words I 
Well may you spare. Misfortune laid the deed 
Deplorable on me ! 

EDWIN. 

Spare you ! The tiger 
With fangs and chaps red in her infant's blood 
Will sparence win from the wild mother's hand 
So long as smiting it, she fears to strike 
Her yet unrescued babe. So long I spare ! 
Help here to lay her on the envious earth, 
That craves to take her from my arms. What rough 
And wicked hands ! Your very touch makes flow 
The indignant blood again ! 

MARMADALE, 

Her rooted hair 
Leans backward from the horrid open wound ! 
Let 's dress it. 

EDWIN. 

Aye ! and learn the surgeon's art, 
Training our student fingers on her flesh ! 

{They dress the wound). 

MARMADALE. 

Well, 'tis done. 

EDWIN. 

Badly done for one whose touch 
Absinthe was to aching frames. Now go ! 

K 
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MARMADALE. 

Where go, and leave you hectoring thus ? Sir, 
Twere more in honour for the wounded lady 
To hold a stiller tongue, and plan some means, 
Homewards conveyancing her helpless form. 

EDWIN. 

And you presume to dictate ways and means. 
Who slew her ? 

I am mad. I would avenge 
Her as my life ; and yet her life depends 

MARMADALE. 

Peace to this idle raving ! You are weak 
From sick man's couch, or else with stronger rein 
You 'd bridle speech ! Say shall I leave her wounds 
To your observance and with speedy foot 
Guide here the needed strength to bear her home. 

EDWIN. 

I am weak, or you would lie more still than she ! 
I am mad, or else no babbling words had wasted 
One blood-drop more from her ! 

Go, I say go. 
Let slip the fleet word, that Miss Wylmer lies. 
Thy deed, at Unca's rock. And if they spare 
To hang thy carcase up, two score strong hands. 
Ere thou hast finished publishing thy shame, 
Will rise, and thrust thee frontwards, and following 
Stab thee with angry eyes. 

Go, tell thy shame I 
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Quick ! If I see thee swerve, or slack thy speed 
I '11 ring the hills and valleys with a shout 
Till all the echoes cry thee murderer ! 

MARMADALE. 

I hear thee and I go. Her white cold face 
Chills my hot blood, that else would rave at thee. 
Her stiff, still form quiets my hasty hand 
And tongue ! No, no ; I '11 buffet none, nor rail. 

{He goes), 

EDWIN {alone). 

Oh ! Is it death ? I cannot stay this blood. 
It oozes drop by drop along the hair, — 
Her life ! And I must idly sit and watch ! 

Oh ! Terrible inaction ! Were it beast — 
To rush with naked hand, and grasp the beard 
Of ravenous lion or the cumbrous bear ! 
Oh ! Were it changing blows in battle fierce. 
While she looked on, and saw me dye her safety 
In crimson ! Now she fights that soldan. Death, 
And I look on, nor see how fares the fight ; 
No messenger from out the dust creeps pale 
With husky voice to bid me hope or fear ! 

Why went I not ? Mere motion in her cause 
Were comfort ! I gave to him the better lot ! 
Yet could I not desert her side, — to stay 
Inactive, since no action serves immediate 
Is better I 

I have folded pillowing moss. 
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And laid her limbs at ease. Her sweet, sweet lips 
I touched but once in the agony of the time : 
She will forgive me when I win her speech. 

i|c ^ :)c :jc :je 4c 

What does the slow foot Marmadale ? Oh were 
His steps as feather light, as are his brains, 
The stalwart arms were under her with grief 
And pride. Emerging from the wood but now ! 
He '11 murder her again. And yet he runs — 
He runs, as if behind him shuffled death 
With bony strides ! I wish, that I had gone. 
He stumbles, falls. Oh what a waste of time ! 
And yet I would that I had fallen too. 
Now up and halting I Aye, he '11 tell her this ! 
Into the stream, nor waits to find a ford ! 
I would that I had gone ! 

She moans, — ah sweet, 
I cannot lay the moss in softer folds ; 
Nor pose thy limbs in easier attitude. 
The wind can fan thee, and the trees give shade ; 
The earth support thee, — but there 's nought for me ! 

:^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

What 's Marmadale adoing? Ha ! his word 
Has reached the village. There, I see his story 
Is winding, as the boa laps his coils 
Around the buffalo ; from house to house 
Down the long street I see the shudder run — 
Convulsive heavings as the folds compress. 
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The life stands still a moment paralyzed ! 

But there it is 1 I knew 'twould come,— the strong 
Ribs, and the muscular limbs resent, resist 
The treacherous slide of coils, and shake them off! 
The town's astir ! man, woman, and child ! The men, 
They come ! 

Oh sun, that stood in Ajalon, 
Stand still for her ! No pulse-beat mark, no lapse 
Of life record upon thy dial-plate ! 
Oh ! men, let thoughts be laggards to your feet ! 

How slow they come ! 

I meet them and return. 
And travel back again to urge their steps. 

Her cheek is paler ; colder is her hand. 
Oh I life that pulses with the flowing blood. 
Oh I life that swells the heaving breast, and builds 
The cold clay into flesh, and hides from all 
The secret of thine essence and thy skill, 
Lose not this matchless form to ravening death ! 
Make this thy citadel ! Man, man these walls, 
And rather barter all the world to chaos, 
Than this most perfect work be lost to thee ! 
Oh I life, oh ! life, if thou surrender her, 
Chaos were come to me I The sun would shine 
No more ; nor beauty smile from rock and hill ; 
Nor music harmonise the sounds of earth ! 
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All cold, blank, barren, silent nothingness ! 

Oh ! Thou, who watchest 'bove the swathing clouds, 
Above the setting sun, above the sky, 
Above, beyond the glittering starry worlds, 
No chance to fluctuate Thy unerring will. 
No dimness to o'ershade Thy steadfast love. 
No distance to outreach Thy watchful care, 
I pray thee, Lord, roll not upon my dawn 
Another Arctic night — such night of woe 
Thou gavest me, and coveredst all my life 
With the protecting shelter of Thy snows. 
That hid the buds from the frost's savage tooth. 
Cold, cold, how cold 1 My heart, that restless sea 
Of human passions, hopes, and fears, and cares, 
Thou stilledst with the desolate, desolate ice I 

I built my house of snow ; I sought my food 
Mid broken ice ; and waited on Thy will. 

And now methought I saw the sun rise ; — saw 
A rosy glow that drew my timid eyes ; — 
A moving southwards in the wide-stretched floes ; — 
A subtle changing in the wrapping snows. 

My life seemed new, — forgive me if I erred. 
The frost seemed thawed from feelings long time chilled 
All thro' and thro'. 

Grant me a summer day. 
Thou givest the darkened sky another sun ; 
Thou givest the tree another leafy spring ; 
Thou givest the bird, whos^e little ones are flown, 
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Another mossy nest with polished eggs, — 
Let me, O Lord, be equalled with their lot, 
And spare to me this woman, whom I love. 
The Master said, ** Thy will be done." I seek 
To follow in His steps. Thy will be done ! 
My will, I make my prayer ; Thy will, my law ! 



END OF CANTO V. 
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CANTO VI. 



I. 

Jlccepteb. 

ScENE^^ Drawing Room, 

TIME — AUTIJMN. 




EDWIN {musing outside). 

'HAT shall I, shall I do ? I see his heart 
Is in it. If he fails ; he fails for life. 
Let me then rob my heart. I have a hope, 
He has not. Purple clothes to him ; the rags 
And festering sores, dog-tended, to myself? 
But come. Is that your pity ? Abdicate 
In his favour garments, house, and sumptuousness 
Of living, with reversion of the flames ! 

And what of her ? Is any human soul 
So trifling in account, as to be used 
For the investiture with purple love 
Of just one other soul, — that and no more ! 
Nay, in your grand forgetfulness of self 
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Nigh hand has come forgetfulness of her ! 

Yet she will think, I row my boat by push 
Of oar against the water of his hope. 

* Unstable,' yes I * Impetuous,' yes I Well done ; 
Two sturdy strokes, good oarsman ! You have forged 
Ahead of Marmadale. 

And then I 'm swept 
Back by the current of her scorn, and wrecked ! 

Wrecked ! Will that hinder you to launch your boat ? 
Her vessel 's drifting towards the Goodwin Sands, 
You think. But lest some passer-by should say, 

* The lifeboat seeks the medal and the pay,' 
You '11 pipe no crew ! Go, coward ! 

Nay, I '11 speak. 
Yes, I '11 front the shining stars and speak 
The round truth, globed in skies of selflessness. 

What are the stars ? How the old heathenism 
Clings to us ! In the presence of my God, 
Passing each word right thro' his altar flame 
That all the clinging evil be consumed, 
I '11 give my plain, pure story to her ear. 

EDWIN 

{Entering^ pauses^ as he sees Marmadale^ dismissed by 

Marian^ going hastily^ 
I have intruded. Pardon. I retire ! 

MARIAN. 

Withdrawal cannot kill intrusion. Stay. 
Our businesses are ended. 
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EDWIN. 

I am forestalled. 
I see that Marmadale has offered love. 

MARIAN. 

You speak but coldly, sir. An earthquake set 
The burning mount aheave, and lava flowed, 
Till like Pompeii I was covered deep 
In protestations of eternal love 
And adoration ; wealth and happiness 
In burying promises were heaped above ! 
Come you as excavator ? 

EDWIN. 

Not for jest 
I spoke. 

MARIAN. 

For neither jest nor soberness 
Had you allowance, sir, to broach the point. 
You saw him at my knee, — an awkward post, 
Altho' the fashion's good, for sudden retreat, — 
You might have pitied him ; and silence kept 
To spare my blushes ! So my jest would hint 

EDWIN. 

The blush were mine, that I had caused you blush. 
Were 't not for this : and hear it. Lady dear. 

His rifle on the hillside stopped my suit 
With hideous interruption. 

You had said, 
First flowers of each returning year die soon 
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You thought the love I spake of was too near 
The snows of winter. 

I had speech to show 
This rose-tree's roots were fibred thro' my heart ; 
And tho' its leaves be blighted and its buds 
Nipped, still the tree would grow and crown the year. 

My tongue so rudely caught was silent since. 
My life took up the answer and by deed 
Was seeking day by day to give reply. 

And now this Marmadale, all heady, blurts 
His loud, vociferous pleading mid my acts 
Of dumb true service. Claim I then the right 
To speak of his intrusive 

MARIAN. 

You, my friend, 
Might bid the obstruction be removed at once : 
'Tis such and can be only such to you, 
A man ; but proffered love, when honest, true, 
And earnest, never can be such alone 
To any woman with a woman's heart, 
No matter how it blocks or mars her life. 

'Tis homage high ; and when one has abased 
Himself with crown submissive at your feet 
To seem to slight his best, rejecting it, 
Is hard. 

A man, you cannot feel this smart ; 
But stay and pity us, defenceless ones, 
Who needs must bare their bosoms to such darts, 
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And humbly thank the archer for the pain, 
There is such honour in it. 

A gentleman, . 
As you have seen, declares his love to me. 

* He never had such love, and never will, 
For any mortal.* 

I suggest the charms 
Of thousands. 

* No, their tawdry finery, 
Gilt brass, paste diamonds, but enhance the gold 
And precious stones, which his dazed eyes have seen.*^ 
I venturous say, * Perhaps 'tis fioodtide now, 
The neap may come ere long, and leave exposed 
The long, black beach, where my defects are strewn.' 

* No, no ! ' he vows, * no ocean ebb and flow. 
'Tis Mediterranean love, always at height.' 

Again I meekly urge, that channels dry 
In summer-time, had overflowing streams. 

* He understands. But oh his love is like 
The Nile, that blesses all the opulent land, 
When burning suns exhaust the tropic world.' 

I then make bold, that I reciprocate 
All friendship \ — but for love — 

At that he fires,. 

* Would I then ruin him ? I first had laid 
A hand upon the reins, that checked a mad 
Career, nor roused his passionate pride to take 
A wilder, madder course. And would I now 
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Refuse the touch. Oh what a race to hell ! 
He could not stay the wild steeds, never he ! 
Nor would he if he could. He 'd lash them on 
Down the steep, stony, jagged defile with shouts 
Until the very devils would stand appalled ! 
** And would you this, sweet lady, you who brought 
Me upward, from the mountain peak to see 
And seek the outspread land of purity." ' 

Now tho' the yearnings of a woman's heart, 
Whose mission is to renovate, her work 
To help the fallen, blinds not your eye, my friend, 
What answer will you give to such appeal ? 

Did a cold drowning hand slip round your neck, 
When reaching shoreward with a lusty arm, 
Wouldst strike i' the face, and dash the dangerous hold 
Aside ? If wounded comrade moaned for help, 
Wouldst leave him on the field, 'cause bullets flew ? 

A common work or cause knits man to man, 
And base is he who slips the bond, lest harm 
Accrue. Love is that common bond to us ; 
Nor can we fail it, tho' it be to stand. 
And risk our life with no saved life for love ; 
But kneel and see it die. And we must bear 
Our woman's lot, or lose our woman's heart. 

You gave me theory on the hillside once 
With half a sneer at women. Easy 'tis 
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For man — or woman too, — lo generalise, 
And dogmatise upon the abstract thing : 
Man 's more prone to it. 

But the separate thing 
With life in it, — ^you Ve no heart, if you 've no heart 
For it. And we are prone to individualise, 
We women. 

Easily you 'd doom to death 
An army ; spring the mine beneath the feet 
Of gallant men with uncompunctious nod, 
And hurl their writhing flesh with riven rocks 
Into mid air, and glory in the deed. 

A thousand men are but a quantity ; 
You may divide by twos, by tens ; save, kill 
Without a tremor. 

But one man, that looks 
Into your eyes ; pleads in your very ear ; 
Clasps pitiful your knees ; and 'gainst the knife, 
And mid the rushing blood, yearns up to entreat, 
Tho' death's blue paleness gathers on his cheek — 

P'raps 'tis because I am a woman — 

Here I say. 
Let 's change. The knife to thee, O theorist. 
And thrust, or bear the blame of pitying. 

You 've put yourself as counsel. I appeal 
To you. 

This Marmadale, his father spoke 

L 
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As graceless in his conduct, but endowed 
With wealth of native virtue. 

EDWIN. 

So he said. 
A father's ill report is true \ his good 
May need allowance. 

MARIAN. 

True. The ill was proved 
By madcap frolics, which the world forgave ; 
Laughed, and then liked him for light-heartedness 
Without a touch of malice. 

EDWIN. 

If a counsel, 
And not accuser be my adjured task, 
I say the man, who knows the ill, and does 
The ill, because it 's ill, is devil mostly. 

But he who can do wrong light-heartedly, 
Has conscience and morality so weak. 
My peace and purse I would not trust to him. 

MARIAN. 

There may be risk. What lot worth life, but risk 
Rifts it with hid crevasses ! 

EDWIN. 

Ay, the Alps ! 
You needs must climb ! But linked guide may lose 
His foothold, jerked by the sudden lunge 
Of heedless, headstrong traveller ; then axe 
Nor alpenstock can check the dread glissade ! 
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MARIAN. 

It may be ; but from wastes of snow the cry 
Comes, and a voice is in my ear, * Help, help ! 
Go out, and bring the waylost wanderer back.* 

EDWIN. 

Is every woman bound to start at call — 
St. Bernard dogs, forsooth —and lose herself. 
Perhaps with traveller doubly lost, who lost 
Himself, and lost his guide amid the waste 
Of what himself had wasted ? Surely not ! 

MARIAN. 

He had a mother, — she was also mine : 
My own birth-mother passed from out my ken. 
Not even a memory of folding arms. 
And loving eyes, and soft endearing words, 
And ceaseless watchings left. 

My father filled 
My little world : at mom, at eve, his hand 
Laid on my braided hair a touch, I think, 
Still leans on it ; and in the hush of prayer 
There sounds his voice so still and far away. 
My father passed from out my life amid 
A horror of blackness everywhere, around, 
Upon me, till I longed for night to hide 
With darkness all that haunting gloom of day« 

Then I was lifted, seemed by angel hand, 
Out of the black still hoase, the dull blank street, — 
No father's foo upon the flagway, music-beat 



148 Canio VL 

That set my heart a-singing, — ^and no call 
At opened door. 

I was lifted unaware 
And set, with sunshine on the glancing grass. 
And hawthorn garlands waving overhead, 
And pinging buzz of flies, and song of birds, 
Before a lady and her child with open eyes : 
A kiss, a few words in a gentle tone, 
And then she gave my hand to him, and bade 
Me go, and play, and find fresh flowers ; — and him, 
* Be a kind husband to your little wife.* 

And childish chucklings went with us, and shy 
Stolen glances at each other ; until sport 
And infantile freemasory had made 
Us merry on the lawn, white with the unraked 
Daisies. 

A lark's nest, hid in tufted grass. 
We found ; and fought for it, since Marmadale 
Would launch its fledglings on the stream, that fringed 
The wood : and two he drowned ; one which I snatched, 
And folded in my dress, and fondled, died 
Ungratefully I thought ; and weeping went 
To mourn to my new mother, followed hard 
By scornful shout, " Mine had a jolly swim, 
And died like men, as sailors die at sea. 
While hers, poor thing, was smothered in her bib." 

But she with loving hand made mother-breast 
To check my sobs, and chiding him said low, 
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" Our blessing and our banning end alike 
Full oft, my child." 

The black plumes waved again, 
For she was dead, — the mother who had left 
A conscious presence with the memory of love. 

And when my orphan heart was cold and lone, 
In the vast world, where none had right, and I 
No claim of kinship, memory stole back 
And as a houseless wanderer at the kiln 
Which throws its red glare on the shrinking night, 
Filches a warmth, until the watchman's step 
Warns, and he shivers back into the gloom, — 
I felt, the glow of mother's love so warm 
Enveloping, till stern reality 
Signalled to drear dark ways of life again. 

And when this Marmadale, altho' in pride 
Of youth, nor over-courteous appeared, 
'Twas not the man, but little child I saw ; 
Not supercilious banter, that I heard, 
But grave sweet tones recalled by accent, phrase, 
And voice. 

And milder moods stole on, and love 
He said. And when he pleaded for my hand, 
And spoke of ruin, which despair would bring j 
Then all the mother seemed to circle round. 
And as in childhood's days make him my charge. 

And yet withal the old words come again, 
" Our blessing and our banning end alike 
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Full oft, my child ! " 

Drowned on the turbulent stream,. 
Rejected ! 

Smothered by a soft embrace \ 

EDWIN. 

Lady, *tis affluent affinity, 
A motherhood to both, secures a wife — 
The daughter for the son. But primitive 
Fashions are somewhat out of vogue ; and men 
Prefer that they, not mothers, win their brides. 

This profitable ruin too, the threat of which 
With the fond mother's wooing was \x> build 
His house and grace it with your presence, this 
Affects me — ^well, the highwa)rman, he wields 
A bludgeon, or a pistol holds, and cries, 
" Your money at the peril of your life." 
'Tis highway practice now demands your heart. 
At least your hand, at peril of his soul ! 

So ready with the ruin of himself, 
This man would not be overslow, perhaps. 
In ruin of his wife, when use was old f 

MARIAN. 

Yes, if 'twere only words ; but deeds stand strong 
To witness for his purpose ; he has changed— 

EDWIN. 

Aye, for a purpose changed. The purpose lost,— 
Or gained, enjoyed, — the unchanged man appears. 
'Tis not a change, but mere submersion there ; 
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And when the mountains lift again their mass, 
The unsubstantial waters seek their bed ! 

MARIAN. 

Oh we may turn the figure. Solid mass 
Of mountain purpose now uprears its bulk ; 
And youth's wild heedlessness has sought apace 
The channels leading to the deep abyss. 

He proffers rule to me in villages, 
Where unwashed children roll in dust, 
And beasts and men are equal housed, — gold too 
To build the hospital, where homelike care 
Shall tend the sick ; and age shall comfort find, 
Where penury not wickedness Ts mate. 
There my ideals might take form and live ! 

EDWIN. 

It were unmanly, lady, secret blow 
To strike, or what might seem so. Marmadale 
Shall not be worsted in his suit, because 
I called to counsel, hastened to accuse. 

This only will I, must I speak ; beware. 
Sweet lady, how you take the place of God 
To any soul. 

The king in silver robes, 
Resplendent in the eastern sun, was hailed 
A god by flattering Tyre, and took the throne — 
An angel smote him, and the worms devoured. 
A Herod fate attends the Herod guilt ! 

I set thee high as woman may be set ; 
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I love thee as thou shalt not hear again : 
But I '11 not thrust a dagger-pointed NO 
Into thy hand, and ask thee, canst thou strike ; 
Canst shed the life blood of my hopes, and see 
The pleading agony on my ghastly cheek ! 

Much less go throw my soul's eternity 
Into the scale, and make thee arbiter 
To give me heaven or hell ! 

Bitter am I ? 
Forgive me ; but the maimed limb halts, despite 
The anger, stronger than the anguish, that 
It blabs its weakness. 

Broken bones will knit, 
When we have crawled to den, as straight we shall, 
Saying farewell 

MARIAN. 

One word ; I laid my case— 



EDWIN. 

'Twas kind. You can be only kind. You wished. 
That I peforce' should hear the story told. 
And with impartial judgment weigh the whole. 
The early intercourse, the mother's love. 
The waiting castle home, the bounteous sphere, 
The prime of life and love in Marmadale. 
What has the other scale? Naught I confess ! 

MARIAN. 

I asked your counsel 
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EDWIN. 

Do not look so pained ! 

MARIAN. 



You said you loved- 



EDWIN. 

I cannot give the lie 
To what I said. 'Twas true ; and still 'tis true ; 
But fain I 'd have it false, the truth being grief 
To you. 

But reck not, lady. You have sent 
From hospital the dislocated joint, 
Sprung by a skilful wrench back to its socket ! 

You cured my body ; and you * set' my heart 
From love of life back to the work of life. 

The surgery was painful — what of that ? 
Think you the patient keeps the memory 
Of suffering 'gainst you, and forgets the cure. 
A little travel in the God-dwelt woods, 
A little rocking on the hurrying river, 
And I will be among my Indian homes 
To live for many, and not pamper one. 
There my affections sprained, — forgive, my nurse. 
The phrase — by stumbling on a stony path, 
Cautioned, experienced, will divert no more. 

MARIAN. 

I meant not this. You quite mistake. To go 

EDWIN. 

You would not have me tarry, but to grace 
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Another's triumph. 

I will ring the bells 
Of gladness in my inmost soul, the chimes 
Will reach you from the forest — matters not, 
They tolled a knell out in the sombre glades ! 
It is the way with bells ! Right merrily 
They '11 swing and clang — in the turret's gloom 
It may be — but to roll a sound will leap 
With frolicsome rebound o'er hill and dale : 
At knowledge of your bliss a marriage peal 
Shall drown the knell, and whisper not a word 
Of darkness where the bells hang. 

I must go. 
And yet I fain would see at set of sun 
In our companionship, the old light spread 
Across your face. The night draws close for me ; 
On its clouds fling such a golden, radiant smile, 
My day shall sink in glory in the west. 

MARIAN. 

I mean not this. You force me 



EDWIN. 

Lady dear, 
You 're stealing truth from out my mouth and heart. 
I '11 lie and say I never loved you, if 
It grieves you so : I '11 say I 'm glad the bond 
Is broken, and I free again for man's 
Best, noblest state, the untrammelled savage world, 
A wild man of the wilderness of woods 



n 
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And river, light to come and light to go. 
But speaking thus, I *d rob my heart of joy, 
It fain would own. 

You 're his, not mine, — his home 
Of heart, estate and property. But this 
May yet be mine. I Ve strolled thro' noble parks, 
And sated my admiring gaze with scenes 
Of rarest beauty ; in the gardens drew 
The perfumed air, and saw the exquisite 
Shapings and colourings of plants exotic. 
As well as any princely owner there ; 
Altho' I could not lift a dry leaf up, 

Nor touch the dropped fruit rotting on the ground. 
You are his domain for ever ; word nor look. 

Nor touch of hand, nor pen-traced page, nor message 

Shall e'er be mine. I wish so. 

Memory 

Be mine ! Shut not the gates with cruel bolt, 

Saying, * You Ve pained me.' Let me keep the right 

Of entrance to the happy days of yore. 

MARIAN. 

You force me from my maiden modesty. 
Hear me you shall. Your task of counsellor 
Is left undone. Finish it now, I pray. 
The mother of Sir Marmadale I loved ; 
Her son I love not, — will not wed 

EDWIN. 

Not wed \ 
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MARIAN, 

Another whom I love has left his love 
A weeping foundling at my feet, and goes — 
And I for maiden shame can*t take it up, . 
And nurse it as my own. 

EDWIN. 

Of me you speak ! 
Of me and of my love you speak ! What me ! 
The wilderness has blossomed as the rose 
At last, O Lord ! 

But how with Marmadale 1 
Can I thus blast him ! 

Lady, stand apart. 
This earthquake oscillation overturns 
My reason, principle, and standard right. 

I thought that I was chosen for the throne ; 
Then thought that Marmadale was crowned king ; 
Then rushed this wild mob, whooping loud my name, 
And now again, and now again — 

Well lady, 
Speak as the Judge above will give you grace, 
And final as His doom. 

Say have I spoken 
In aught to detriment of Marmadale, 
And warped your spirit from its .purposed bent. 
If so — my hand grips hard the heaving throat 
Of that my hope, its palpitating heart 



Accepted, 157 

Feels the cold knife-point. Speak. 

I am too hot 
And vehement ! And her flushed cheek grows pale* 

Forgive me. Now I will be calm. But if 

I 've wronged him, I will seek him the world wide. 

And bid him turn again. 

Confess, love turned 
Assassin, is unworthy of thy love ; 
Tho' it be mine, convict it of such crime. 
And I '11 do hangman on it, cut it down, 
And cast its vile corse to the dogs of scorn ! 

MARIAN. 

Only the earthquake, nothing less in power, 
Excuses the indignity to me, 
Conceived as lightly shifted to and fro 
By underheaye and shock of rival words. 
And shall I stand apart 

EDWIN, 

Bear, bear with me ! 
Let me be clean in the repute and fact. 
That ne'er Elijah-like shall conscience come. 
And find me in the vineyard, Naboth dead. 

And then you seemed to plead his eager cause, 
And match my argument with argument ? 

MARIAN. 

One had gone forth from me to find a place. 
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Where he might bury his dead. And I would let 
The daisy grow upon the covering sod, 
Before the same door let a wooer in. 

I too had questionings, that roughly probed 
Their bayonets in search thro' all my past 
If any treacherous thoughts against his peace 
Had harboured with me ; and altho' I found 
No traitors lurking, yet there was a death, 
Therefore a grave round which the ghosts might flit. 
And vexed disputings wrangled in my heart, 
Asking, 'Art guilty, given this love a life, 
Then drawn the tight string round the gasping throat ! 
Asking, ' How far by sacrifice of love, I 'd make 
Return for that old love ' — * how far a life 
Is bound to death to sanctify a life,' — 
*• And whether honest moral ends are served, 
And final good bestowed, where flesh is given 
And soul withheld.' 

For private ends I spoke 
The thoughts that threatened peace : and further, ere 
You spoke again, I would anticipate 
With full discovery, that knowing all 
You 'd speak, or else a silent honour hold. 

But your impetuous forecast of events 
That never will eventuate, and short 
Sharp shrift of our companionship, — drumhead 
Court-martial even to it stern denied 
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EDWIN. 



Forgive me- 



MARIAN. 

Ah you will be master soon, 
And king. You plucked my secret, and disturbed 
My purposed course. But queen as yet, I mean 
To hold my sceptre yet a little while 
To punish over-bold adventurers ! 

EDWIN. 

I trespassed on the shore-end of your realm 
By direst stress of tempest driven, O queen ; 
And meant with earliest light of dawn to warp 
My grounded bark afloat, and sail again 
O'er trackless seas : but they who rule thy kingdom, 
The famished storm-beat crew have brought to land, 
And hospitably welcomed to their homes. 

And will the queen rude seizure make and lodge 
In durance, whom her subjects loyally. 
And royally received in amity. 

MARIAN. 

Well, speak no more. Our royal grace bestows 
Pardon. But since such things have taken place, 
Our further pleasure is that we withdraw 
Our royal presence now. And so adieu ! 

And so adieu the queen ; But I your nurse 
Sometime, your patient sometime, trust to be 
A patient wife always, — at need your nurse. 
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EDWIN. 

Not SO adieu the queen, always my queen ! 
That realm to ruin slips in which the queen 
Once, is dethroned, and moves a common woman- 
No majesty, and no authority 
Of law, or love, or fear, — but each one doing 
What in his eyes seems right, such seeming right 
Being surely wrong. 

Each home is too a realm. 
And needs a queen. Wear thou the diadem 
Of womanhood, — no higher can be worn, 
Altho* the golden circle's smooth with touch 
Of the ancestral brows asleep in marble — 
Wear it, and ever rule a queen for me. 

MARIAN. 

Excellent sentiment ! We '11 write it down^ 
And lodge it in the royal archives ; then 
In after years rebellion rising, forth 
This Magna Charta of authority 
Shall come to shame it into loyal peace. 

EDWIN. 

Be it so, my queen. 

MARIAN. 

What now of theory, 
* The bad man always wins the worthy wife. 
Or worthless woman gets the perfect man !* 
Come read my riddle ? 
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EDWIN. 

No. I '11 riddle none* 
I am content with actualities, 
And will with patience put ray theory 
To test, and hope exception proves the rule. 



END OF CANTO VI., PART 1. 
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II. 

Scene— 7>4/ House of Harold in Canada. 



OSCAR. 

Mutes at a funeral trying to be sad ! 
Guests at a wedding trying to be glad ! 
The choice betwixt them puzzles, and the beam 
But oscillates in perplexity. 

The presents, silver, gold, and jewels, ail 
Labelled as prize fruit grown on friendship's boughs. 
But — plucked with murmuring hands ; — the speeches hot 
With glowing gratulations, ovened, spiced. 
And sent direct from nearest bakery — 
Lie-pies to order. 

EDWIN. 

Turned satirical. 
Friend Oscar 1 or by crossing the salt sea. 
Grown salty ? 

OSCAR. 

Nay, the speech were yours, not mine, 
But that, O bridegroom, like your species, you 
Are buttered, sugared, and transferred mid tarts, 
And cakes, and tremulous jellies, and such like. 
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Still lobster salad, and the vinegar 
Come not amiss. I 'm only sharp, not sour ! 

WINNIE. 

You rail ! What right have men to rail ? Behold 
" The happy man," — his flush of victory, 
Complacent smiles, and jests astonishing 
In their &lat this new-accepted wit. 

The bride must weep beneath her orange flowers, 
And veil the shame of conquest on her face, 
A captive gracing triumph, till removed 
Just ere the frolic be unshackled. 

OSCAR. 

Brides 
Must look, it is the right thing, miserable — 
Sweet maiden modesty demands the look; 
It makes the silly animal, the man 
Believe himself the catcher, not the caught, 
As woman's wit, so looking, hides the trap : 
To feel is not required, a few small tears, 
Not copious to unstarch the kerchief's lace, 
But make the eye shine lustrous, — ^will suffice ! 

MARIAN. 

There cease, I pray. . . The bride's part lies on me 
To execute with dignity and grace, 
But I have lived in sound of nought but bride's 
Delinquencies in looking ill, dressing ill. 
And acting ill, that I chameleon-like 
Will take a kindred colour to their ill, — 
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A bride m regic^ I *11 be regular 
In their irregularities. 

AUBREY. 

Olet 
Some fairy come, and conjure up a mode 
Of decent marriage for our bride ; no care 
Of dress misfitting ; bouquet gone astray ; 
Glove clinging like the centaur's poisoned robe, 
Severed alone by breach of continuity 
From the limp nervous fingers ; ring hid deep 
In comer of the bridegroom's vest, until 
The guests begin to look and grin and fear 
* Ring 's done, what she did, when the baron kept 
His Christmas holiday, — the fairy bride.' 

WINNIE. 

If Marian wills it, there shall be devised 
A nuptial rite, fresh as the flowers of spring 
That crowned no other year, and never will 
Raise up their pretty buds, and petals ope 
To grace a coming May : and more, will leave 
No root behind, nor drop a perfect seed 
To propagate its kind. No, it shall be 
A new thing, and no repetition stale 
Its newness. 

OSCAR. 

Marvels marvellous she speaks ! 

y WINNIE. 

And marvels marvellous I will perform, 



I 
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Or as great *Man' says, "Perish in the attempt/' 

I will eschew all wedding favours, all 
Such meaningless, trite puerilities, 
As in the old world simulate the truth 
With civilised polite hypocrisy. 

MARIAN. 

But I protest being sacrificed on trial. 
If such your prowess be. You fail, — you win,— 
In either case I bleed a victim ! 

WINNIE. 

No! 
You Ul trust as umpires, Oscar here. 
The great contemptuous of woman's wit 
And ways ; and Dora, bosom friend ; referee, 
Aubrey. So soon as aught of conscious look 
Occasioned by publicity, or blush 
Upon the bride's cheek comes, the trial ends ; 
And then by special license they enact 
The rest behind the curtains. And the shame 
Of my disastrous close is trumpeted 
Abroad with cruel mention of my name. 

OSCAR. 

Then thus we look : — The Lady Winifred 
Stands now committed duly to execute 
By painless process on the 9th her friend ; 
The action orthodox — slip-knots forbade. 
Whereby the criminals should wriggle back 
To life outside the prison precincts 
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WINNIE. 

Wriggle ! 

OSCAR. 

The judges stand agaze, on slightest twinge 
Apparent, or a tremor in the nerves, 
They stop the execution, sew the wounds • 

WINNIE. 

Hush, caviller 1 No doubt when at the block 
You '11 scream like any other, and intreat, 
* Kill me oflf quickly, any way if quick, 
And let me reach the paradise I Ve seen ! ' 

HAROLD (entering), 
I must act herald here, and call a truce 
In this word warfare. From the town there come 
Borne by the comeliest maidens of its choice. 
Entreaty that our bride elect shall grace 
As queen their annual festival and games. 
When manly skill and vigour tests itself 
Upon the buffalo plain ; and woman's grace 
And courtesy to honour it is chosen. 

WINNIE. 

Games ! Excellent ! I hail the omen good ! 
The queen of feast shall wear the bridal wreath ; 
Her royal purple shall the virgin white 
Invade. My teeming fancy bursts with plans, 
Like prairies freshly touched with springtide suns ! 

OSCAR. 

Ah the prairie has a million flowers, 
And does your fancy teem with brides to match ? 
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WINNIE. 

Alas, the prairie has a million flowers 
And vaunts them. I must choose a niggard one, 
And scatter all but it to wither in 
Nonentity. 

HAROLD. 

A truce I called \ and cry, 
*' All come and welcome the deputed band, 
And let their queen elect smile gracious thanks." 



END OF CANTO VI., PART 2* 
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III. 

Scene— 7}5tf Buffalo Plain, 



OSCAR. 
Lady, the bridegroom grows quite desperate, 

And means to carry oflf his bride, and wed 

Her by a Lynch-law ceremonial. 

WINNIE. 

When the sunlight-giving ceases, light will come. 

OSCAR. 

Sun-radiant maiden, lighten this dark speech. 

WINNIE. 

By action, not by words 1 

OSCAR. 

I am your judge! 

WINNIE, 

But not scene-shifter ! Have I broken law ? 

OSCAR. 

The law is, you by law shall make of two 
One. Where 's the parson ? where 's the book ? the clerk ? 

WINNIE. 

You 'd have the end of travel at the start ! 
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OSCAR. 

I 'd have an end of travel, if I start ! 

WINNIE. 

But you would carry inn and waiter, boots, 
And chamber candlestick, the livelong day ; 
And fret and fume, unless the commissariat 
Could show them sticking from the waggon heap ! 

OSCAR. 

No j but we 're travelling all the day, and lo 
No sign-post greets the eye, 

WINNIE. 

You Ve reached the hilltopv. 

OSCAR. 

Only to see of its vast dome the sky 
Rests elsewhere columns blue. Your promises, 
So wondrous great, in realisation fail, 
Retiring shadowy from the onward march ! 

WINNIE. 

Your expectations, not my promises. 
Retreat. Hidden behind my hills, deep down 
In well-secluded valley, lies my end. 

And now the last hill 's climbed 1 Lo the sun sets j 
The festive day is o'er. 

Give sentence now. 
Has painful blush of notoriety. 
Beyond what 's stipulated in a queen. 
Unduly touched our bride, as onward moved 
From scene to scene our steadfast purposes ? 
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OSCAR. 

You have no bride or bridegroom manufactured 1 
Your contract for a dwelling-house was made, 
And you present it minus roof, and ask, 
* Walk in and judge.' We bid you carve a bust, 
And lo a headless trunk on pedestal 
You place and call the critics to adjudge ! 

WINNIE. 

Again I say, you ask the end before 
The end is reached. 

Here comes the bride and band 
Of chosen nymphs. And there the bridegroom stands 
Encircled by his faithful troop of youths : 
At signal of the setting sun they close 
Each to their centre, crystallising there 
From out the crowd, — consummating at once 
The issue of the harvest sports, and first 
Requirement of our nuptial rite. So mark 
That not a rifle rang, nor vaulter leaped. 
Nor fleet foot bounded on the coui:5e, nor hand 
Grappled the wrestler's straining rivalry, 
But served its twofold purpose, one to speed 
The sport and grace the day ; and one to deck 
With hard-won prize the honoured of the groom. 
You saw the maidens on the forest verge 
Kindle their fires, and from the common stores — 
(The holiday townsfolk laid their portions down, 
Forswearing ownership in aught, and pleased 



Midsummer Sports, 171 

To see a generous plenteousness for all) 
Took each what each best liked to serve a feast, 
And baked, or boiled, or roasted ; and then called 
Her guests, her judges ; and confederate 
Served them. Men love to look at lovely forms, 
But men are not ethereal all : they dine 
Betimes, and love at well served boards to dine \ 
And so the banquet test was popular. 
Then came the choral troop, when fairest face, 
And trimmest garb, and blithest song might win 
Its meed of praise. And so another band. 
Distinguished from the maids, has won the right 
To bride's-maid honours. 

Thus the day has borne 
To twilight its best strength and loveliness. 
My judge shall see what twilight dares to do. 
Come we and meet the bride. 

MARIAN. 

Winifred at last 1 
I have been seeking you among the crowds j 
And sighting you, gave chase, once and again ; 
But lost you ever, as a hound the hare, 
That from the copsewood shows, and vanishes, 
And shows again to mock with fruitless sight. 

WINNIE. 

I trust her Royal Highness felt no strain 
Of overmuch regard from loyal subjects ? 
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MARIAN. 

O such a happy day ! The hours have swept 
From pleasant to a something pleasanter. 

If for a moment in a gathered group 
The whisper ran, * The Queen of sports, at close 
Her wedding comes, each winner of a prize 
To wait on bride and groom ;' some new event 
Rose shading from the glow of ardent eyes. 

WINNIE. 

Lo Edwin comes, attended royally, 
Each man with bright rosette, chief where he strove. 

EDWIN. 

A glorious day ! To her my personal queen 
To be, it may be treason, if I say 
I *m glad we were not wedded at the morn. 
And gone to leave the celebrating feast 
Void of our presence. They have come from far 
And near who spake her praise, gilding my gold. 
Painting my lily. 

MARIAN. 

In her husband's ear ! 
We '11 weigh it lightiy ! 

WINNIE. 

Listen, sir. So far 
Permitted was your speech in the judge's ear. 
Now yield with grace your liberty to those, 
Your bodyguard, and they will lead you where 
The next scene in the drama is performed. 
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(Edwin and suite retire. To Marian and her maids,) 
Quick, don the wreaths of trailing flowers, and wealth 
Of veiling greenery, and perfumed buds. 
And let the bride usurp the queen's place now. 

MARIAN. 

So sudden I And the twilight settling down 
So calm and cool ; and the last song of birds. 
*Tis pity leaving it 

The moon will rise 
Ere long, and the sweet dew like mother's kiss 
Light on the weary flowers. 

Let us too rest 
Awhile. Call Edwin back ; and let us sit 
Here on the mossy bank, and watch the stars 
Taking their posts to see the queenly moon 
Ride past in silver glory. 

We will sing 
After the busy day some soothing strain. 
These maids of mine, until the pillowed mind 
Has rested, or a holy hymn to lead 
Us close to Him, who gave the happy day. 

WINNIE. 

At fall of dew is unsafe time to sit. 
But suited time to rest and lift the prayer. 
And sing the song, — what harm if prayer for bride 
And bridegroom be the special theme, and hymn 
Of nuptial joy as He at Cana graced. 

END OF CANTO VI., PART 3. 
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IV. 

Scene. — In the Woods, 



CHILD. 

Oh ! Grandam, it was wonderful. Indeed 
The world saw never such a wondrous sight ! 
'Twas beautiful ! The dresses and the flowers, 
The people and the torches and the shouts — 
*Tis sure, altho' so much you saw and heard 
Before your hair turned white, you never saw 
Such wondrous sight. 

GRANDMOTHER. 

Couldst tell the tale, my child. 
And let your grandam know, and she will join 
To say 'twas wonderful ; and add that it 
Could not be wonderful beyond her merit. 

CHILD. 

Oh it was beautiful to see her face, 
When all the people crowded in and round, 
And prayed, God bless her. And she spoke so clear^ 
It came along the pines, and I too heard, 
Tho' far away. I held my torch, I waved it — 
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Did mother say, that I was chosen one 
To be a statue on the pillar-pines. 

GRANDMOTHER. 

Begin and tell me all, nor 'wilder me, 
My child. I want to hear about the bride, 
God bless her from His holy dwelling-place ! 
She 's been a blessing ; babe, and child, and grown,. 
And old like me, must bless her. She had eyes 
For blind ones, ears for deaf, a heart for all. 
When you are grown, be like her and be loved 
As she. 

CHILD. 

Oh grandam, none could be like her. 
They said she was an angel, and I looked, 
And tho' no wings she had, her shining face 
Was just as if she left the throne of God, 
Or came like Moses from the cherubim. 
Think you she is an angel, grandam dear ? 

But grandam, look ; I held my torch like this. 
And never burned my hand. When mother comes,. 
She '11 tell you all. But oh I could not sleep ; 
Please let me tell you what I saw and did. 

GRANDMOTHER. 

Be quick, my little maid. You talk and talk ; 
And let your grandam's hungry patience wait. 

CHILD. 

Oh you remember, where one April day. 
Long long ago, you took us gathering flowers. 
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GRANDMOTHER. 

Four years ago, my child ; one spring before 
Our baby died. Three summers on his grave 
Have shone. The time runs fast ! Four years ago 
Well? 

CHILD. 

You remember where the pines shot up, 
So straight and tall, and roofed the mossy floor 
With meeting branches ; and the distant wind 
Was sounding softly. And you said, 'twas grand, 
As glorious abbey, where a child you heard 
The organ, and the choir of white-robed people 
Sing anthems in the old land o'er the sea. 
One tallest pine had fallen away and left 
A broad clear space. And on each side atop 
Of pillars stood a child like me to tend 
A cresset filled with pineknots. Did you know — 
But oh they kept the secret close from her, — 
Twelve little girls all beautifully dressed 
For the dear lady's praise were chosen ; all 
Like me were given to death in hospital, — 
She saved them all. This was her wedding gift 
From Ottawa. We stood on high and fed 
The fires, and made the light stream out, and show 
Our dear, dear lady. All the children looked, 
They said, like seraphs sent to bless the bride ! 
Dear grandam, oh she saw us, ^d she smiled 
Her heart out to us ; and I nearly cried. 
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I was so glad, but kept my pineknots bright. 

They prayed, and sang a psalm ; and shouted, oh so loud ; 

And then they burst like broken waves about her, 

Until she spoke and calmed them all so still. 

I heard her. Then they marched away, and left 

Us little ones, and old ones to return. 

'Twas then I knew I had been crying ; tears 

Were wet upon my cheeks ; I know not why. 

The dear, dear lady ! Oh I love her so ! 

{Exit,) 
{Father and Mother enter,) 

MOTHER. 

Is Lily safe in bed, mother ? Asleep ? 
Yes, caught no cold ? The night air harmed her not ? 
Oh such a day ! 

FATHER. 

I saw her with my eyes ! 
You wife had speech with her before, not I. 

MOTHER. 

There never was such doings ! 

FATHER. 

Why before 
Should be such doings, when before was never 
Like her ! 

MOTHER. 

And Lily is asleep ? 

GRANDMOTHER. 

Aye, aye. 

N 
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FATHER. 

And she 'd be sleeping in 

MOTHER. 

Don't say it, John I 

FATHER. 

But for her; not a doctor 

MOTHER. 

Let it rest. A ghost 
Were welcomer sight, than Lily's pictured face 
Wan, weak, and pained ! 

FATHER. 

And she it was who said. 
When the doctor cried for very pain, because 
He could not ease her pain ; s?u said, didn't she ? 
* Mother, the child will live.' And live she did. 
Thank God, my Lily ! 

MOTHER. 

The lady 's wedded now. 
All grief be far from her ! 

FATHER. 

Amen ! I thought 
Me standing by my Lily, my heart would burst, 
For I 'm no singer. But the first amen, 
I gave it hearty like a cannon's voice ; 
And with the cheering at the close I made 
The leaves to shake. Didn't I, wife ? I did. 

GRANDMOTHER. 

Where left you, dear, the bride ? 
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COTTAGER. 

Three miles we led 
Her on by flaring torchlight thro' the wood, 
And there bright bonfires showed us bounteous store 
To eat and store to drink ; and down we sat, 
And merry was the banquet. 

WIFE. 

Oh the meat 
To eat was good \ the drink had pleasant taste, 
And merry were the banqueters around ; 
But little, dear, you ate or drank, or laughed ! 

COTTAGER. 

I sat and learned her face off bit by bit. 
Look, I can shut my eyes, and now I see 
Her there. That 's her, that 's the lady ! Bless her, Lord 1 



END OF CANTO VI., PART 4. 
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V. 

Portion of a letter from Aubrey to EdwirCs mother, 

I thought it task 

Of lightsome burden to depict for you 

In hasty etching whom your son declares 

Past poet, painter, sculptor's excellence. 

A budding bridegroom is not bound to bring 

A grape for every flower on unpruned branches. 

Suffice it, if he stand in pillory, 
Condemned for unfulfilled expectancies ; 
No lonely culprit shall he pine, if all 
In kindred guilt bear equal punishment. 
As rings the Inch Cape bell to eager waves 
That roll in winds from all the copes of heaven, 
Her praise is sounding ever, struck by young 
And old, divergent and opposed. 

And why ? 
She is so many, yet so truly one ; 
And easier might I count the many o'er. 
Than surely grasp the all-enfolding one ; 
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She 's this and that, and yet herself in all. 

I note the blue and scarlet, the pearl and pink ; 
But cannot eye the sun, whose glowing orb 
Dazzles the sight that revels in its tints. 

I 've seen her merry, and her merriment 
Was like a lark's song in a summer sky. 

I Ve seen her mourning, and the mourners ceased 
Their native grief to soothe her foreign woe ; 
Thus laid their burden down a little while, 
And raising it, they found full half was gone. 

I Ve seen her where a gentle lady grows 
The tender flower of cultured womanhood, 
The grace of form, and lovely countenance. 
The perfume-breathing wit, and kindly acts ; 
And you would say, plant so exotic grew 
Shaded from glaring sun and nipping winds 
Of our rough lives in jealous-guarded home. 

I Ve seen her where the boisterous populace roared 
With passion-heaving billows thro* the crowd ; 
And still o'er all her spirit floated high. 
Like a white sea-bird on its crested wave. 

What more to say I know not. If I write 
Such glowing phrases, you will sighing think, 
When welcome hails your Edwin, there will burn 
A comet's awful tresses in the sky. 
Paling the old familiar stars, and cause 
Dismay in those who walk in common ways. 

But hearken. Tho' her fame be less than truth, 
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When they shall see her in the pleasant homes 

Of Avondell, the rumour that will glide 

On bat-like wings to catch the gloaming tales 

On which it feeds^ shall shrilly cry, ' Nought, nought ! 

A woman only as a hundred are ! ' 

And so the night will settle round her, nought 
Of flare, or crackle, or electric spark ! 

But from that night will steal a quiet dawn 
With all the common sunshine of our lives, 
The peace, and love, and human kindliness. 
So wide diffused no searching eye will look 
To track the genial effluence to its source, 
Aware, * The sun is shining, that is all ! ' 

And does my Irish Nora think me false 
To sound another's, praise so loud and clear. 
Tell her I love my star, that gems the night. 
Better than any sun ; for poet's thoughts 
Are timid creatures in the flush of day. 

I Ve bound these wedded down by stringent vow 
A ten days' respite only to expect. 
Ere we rush in and ruthless snatch them back 
To social courses, and prepare return 
To the old land, my wedding haste compelling. 

Married, they slipped away to savage life, 
And bivouacked in the woods, to travel on 
And reach a lonely lake, where lodge their friends 
In holiday time : so Marian willed to learn 



,,,.,.>. The woodman's life. There shall we seek them camped. 

Thence shall I draw them by insistency 
,_ ". Upon our compact made, and bear to you 
„ '7 The new-made daughter, and receive my wage, 
My Nora at your hands. 






I fear me much 
Delay is dragging Oscar to a fall ! 
He walks and talks, — he sits and stares and sighs 
With fitful energy and sudden glooms, 
Alike fantastical and strange in him. 

The mover of his peace is sprightly, fair, 
And tempered sweetly, with the ceaseless stir 
And hurry of a sloped sea-going river. 

Poor Oscar, such placidity as his 
Ne'er learned to guide a light canoe 'tween rocks 
And eddies, and rush of waters like to this I 
So sits he, staring wildly, idly round ; 
Then plunges in the useless paddle, spurts 
The flashing spray, — then leaves his bark to drift ! 

I think the rapids give the troubled course 
By waters broken ere the downward leap ; 
That passed, a smoother stream awaits below ! 

But thus the unmannered Future bustles up, 
And from the roadway thrusts the feeble Past ; 
And jostling, robs him of his treasured gold. 
Nuptials to come my speculations draw. 
And cheat of record that which blessed your son. 
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His marriage splendour crowned a royal day. 
No poor stale ceremonial, but a thing 
Of weird magnificence and solemn show. 

Just as the evening fell a mighty concourse, 
Satiate with sports and feasting for a day 
The longest of the year, with title good 
To live the longest in the memory, 
Moved at the signal of a rifle shot 
That stirred the silent cliffs and waiting woods 
To lift their choral echoes in one strain 
Of jubilant anticipation — moved 
And passed within the portals of the forest. 

A glorious vestibule with lofty roof, 
Supported by vast columns, round which twined 
Soft-coloured tendrils, garlanding mid spaces 
With rich festoons, that from full vials poured 
Reviving perfumes on the faint still air, 
We crossed ; and wound into a lordly hall. 
Lit by the frequent blaze of resinous pine, 
Whose rosy flames, like sportive sylvan sprites. 
Flashed in and out between the wide-girthed stems. 
And showed long-reaching corridors, that walled 
Themselves in gloom ; — leaped up and held on high 
Their torches, till the eye at close hand saw 
The massive boughs, the interlace of branches. 
And the delicate tracery of the leafy roof; — 
And then in mischief frolic sudden sprang, 
And hid themselves in momentary darkness. 
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Here the prime actors paused awhile, and heard 
Troop swiftly past the banded multitude 
With the deep muffled hum of eager men, 
And sprightly talk of maidens, and the glee 
Of children. Ever and anon there rose 
And fell a solemn sound, like organ tones, 
That filled the night. * The pine grove singing psalms,* 
Said one, who knew the secret. 

In a little 
The message came, and thro' a leafy screen 
We passed, who served the bridegroom. 

Oh ! a sight — 
Can pen or pencil give it portraiture ? 

The pinewood here, which clothed a mountain gorge 
On either side, met in a gentle vale 
Of narrow limit. The smooth stems upward shot 
Straight as if chiselled^'stone. Rank behind rank 
The noble columns stood, and wide apart 
Stretching a vast cathedral floor, whereon 
The seemly-ordered masses were disposed. 
A band with pineknots, clustering round each trunk,. 
Lighted this temple. 

Soon her robing maids 
Led forth the bride in festive white and flowers 
And trailing wreaths ; and a low murmur hailed 
Her queenly presence, as she gave her hand 
To Edwin, and slowly gained the central ring 
Where in his office stood the ministrant. 
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A holy place it was. A mighty pine 
Here grew in ages old, and falling left 
An open window that the heavens might look 
Upon the bridal. 

So from underneath 
The boughs we passed, and saw the forest slope 
Up into solemn night, and felt the winds 
Breathe down their balm of blessing, and o'er all 
The leaning stars bent with their eyes of prayer, — 
While here on earth seemed angel visitants, 
That fed their holy lamps to yield us light. 
Twelve white-robed children. 

With the prayer and vow 
We made them one. Oh none could tell the burst 
Of swollen waters in the loud amens ; 
Nor how the hymns rose up, as if they bore 
The forest on their broad expanded wings ; 
And from the far hills came an answering sound. 
Like seraphs singing in the choirs above 1 

The rite was o'er. Then wave on wave rolled round 
The honoured bride, resistless in the rush 
Of passionate sentiment. At their pleasure, on 
The rooted stump we raised her, and they passed 
As 'fore a queen upon her royal dais, 
And words of happy greeting weighed the air. 

The ecstatic outburst calmed, in order drew 
A company whose burdened hands were filled 






I 



A Litter. 187 

With gifts of personal love, or trust committed 

By absent ones, or by a town or village, 

Whose dwellers blessed the sounding of her name. 

Last came a jet black pony, from whose side, 
A fair accoutrement, the saddle dropped 
And at his side rose up a magic tent 
Complete with all a woodsman's requisite : 
And at the signal vanished in its folds 
The tent ; and lightly vaulted to her seat 
Mid rapturous shouts the bride, and owned her gift, — 
Toronto's present this, known her desire 
To bivouac in the woods : for Edwin too 
A silver-mounted rifle, a hunter's knife, 
A buffalo robe, and the ne'er unneeded axe. 
Then all was o'er. 

But no : for on the left-hand 
Out of the shadowy trees there came a voice, 
Which tho' 'twas gentle, startled all the crowd 
To make an open path. And thro' the fire 
Of swift-shot glances moved twelve hooded forms. 
" Not in the programme this," an audible phrase 
Slipped from the careless lip, and fled unstopped 
Thro' the void stillness, like a prisoner 'scaped 
From the rough warder's hand. 

Their dresses dark 
Were starred with festive colours, as if grief 
On such an errand forced itself to smile ! 
Before the bride they paused. Her wondering glance 
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Had ceased enquiry from the Vildered faces 
That dumbly gazed. She waited for their speech ; 
And the receding crowd now surged again, 
And closed in silent eagerness around. 

Slowly deepened the hush. The listening ears 
Ached with the straining. Then a voice fell low ; 
It stilled the murmur and the rustle j low, 
And sad, and sweet, it tremulously stole 
At first; then gathered gladness in its strength, 
And pierced the night air like a comet blown 
To bid the soldier home. And these the words, 
* You called us sisters and you made us such. 
As one by one out of the night of life 
We stumbled on your threshold, bruised and soiled. 

'Tis joy to others, that you blessed the sick, 
The sinful, and the sad. But we are they 
On whom the blessing lighted with a touch 
That healed the soul and body. 

In your gladness 
Crown all your past of favour to us ; sum 
Us in the number offering welcome gifts. 
Unworthy these, yet cleanly bought, and wrought 
With clean hands by the women whom you saved,- 
All poor, and so there 's little in their hands ; 
But pure, and so the little to their saviour ! 
We few, have come at many's bidding ; come 
At the shared cost of many biding lone 
In hard dark lots. But this will be a light 
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To cheerily burn at hearing of your joy. 

We came by fen and lake, by lonely track 
And thro' the cities and the villages, 
Our only needed claim, our only guard 
For help and fence was, * We would see " Our Mother." ' 
That name will guard us from a following foot 
Now when is said, " Farewell ! God bless 'Our Mother.' '* 

It moved her much. She took the linen, silk. 
And satin vestments, and assayed to speak. 
But failed. In lighter strain that other said, 
** These names will show, whose fingers sought 
To emulate their hearts : their stitches set, 
They say will wear the fabric out, and so 
Will memory keep your kindness woven in each, 
Until the body like a worn-out robe 
Is cast aside." 

Then Marian, "I would 
Not pain by word or act of feather weight 
A living creature on this happy day. 
But none will grieve, that more than all I prize 
This last bestowal. Tho' the gift may crumble. 
This giving shall be treasured in my heart, 
A hallowed memory to be touched alone 
With hands that washed themselves in innocency." 

She drew them near, and kissed them one by one, 
And pleaded sustenance for their wearied frames. 
But no, their leader said — ^whom Marian wound 
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In warmer, closer clasping, — ' Such their vow, 
Until their pilgrimage be ended, none 
Should swerve to common life.' 

They parted so ; 
And thro' the opening crowd they went again, 
Bearing a noble presence some, and some 
In humble garb and lowly ; as the herd 
Move thro' the bracken on a mountain side, 
And six are timid does with simple fronts, 
And six with fretted antlers gracefully 
O'ertop the shaken growth. 

While thus the night 
Receives them ; on the farther side the sound 
Of tumult gathering rose. 

'Shame.' * Lynch him.* * Shame! 
'Tis Landor.' ' Bind him.' * Bring him bound to her.' 
* Bring her to me, or bring me bound to her !' 

And then her voice pierced the loud turbulence, 
" If Landor shame my bridal, let him be 
Alone in the doing. Let him come unbound." 

Then burst he savage from their hands, who followed 
Close and indignant. 

I had marked this Landor 
Thro' the day of sports, as one in whom there strove 
For mastery conflicting powers : a proud, 
Impetuous, overbearing spirit, that sought 
The foremost place, and scorned it when attained ; 
And thwarting this, there broke a trouble o'er 
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His face that softened its hard lines, and dimmed 
The fierce light of his eye, — a noted man 
He stalked among his fellows, tore a prize 
From out the straining hands, and flung it down 
Unvalued and went moodily away. 

To the bride he strode, his black hair falling back 
From his pale face. 

" My bridal thus profaned ! " 
" I came to shame myself and honour you ! 
Had the un mannered throng but given me passage^ 
A quiet end were reached, now jeopardised ! 

It was my Olive's voice, I heard. Recall her !" 

"Yours!" 

Ah the word was smoothly spoken, but 
It smote him, like the stone from David*s sling 
Upon Goliath's brow ! 

" Yours," and his look 
Dropped downward, falling faint unto the ground. 
" If yours indeed, why turn your riot here ! 
There are but women with her; fetch them back ! "^ 
" Let slip the dogs to guide the timid hares I 
Will you recall them ?" " Is she not thine own ? 
Speak and she bows." " Tell me a lion *s there, 
And I '11 go meet him, naked-handed now ; 
But will not venture on her loneliness 
In unacknowledged penitence of heart. 



192 Canio VJ. 

You woke the slumbering fire of conscience. Now 
It fuses all my pride, and ready stand 
I here to take my wife in sight of all. 

Speak or she *s lost for years, mayhap for ever. 
In the wide world." 

" How take you her?" 

" My wife, 
Soiled but by tongue, that should have been her guard ! 
I take her, as you know her, woman true. 
Who in her lily innocence believed 
The spoken word. And when I said she was 
No wife, believed ; altho* she knew not how 
It could be true ; and bent her head to take 
The unintelligible sin and shame. 
Recall her. She will hear your voice, — none other ! " 

The hurried conference was seen, not heard. 
Then Marian spoke. "Another bridal, friends ! 
An honoured friend of mine, a longlost love 
Of Landor's 'twas, whose voice now filled your ears. 
Pardon a lover's vehemence when he thought 
The monster night would swallow up his bride.** 

A silence crept far to the outmost ranks. 
And then a shout pealed thro* the startled trees, 
** Hurrah for Landor I Good I Call back his bride." 
And laughter broke like billows on the shore ; 
And rose and fell, and sank to rippling falls ; 
And rose and broke in loud resounding roar. 

" So much," in a low tone to Landor said she. 
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" For judgment ! Bear the mockery, and think 

How slow months burned on her with unearned shame. 

Stay and — if night will render back your lost — " 

Motionless he stood, while from the crowded verge 
She sent a voice that ran thro' all the dim 
Arcades of wood, as " Olive, Olive " rang 
Full clear. The night wind held its breath to catch 
The answer. * Olive, Olive,' rang around 
In vain. The sympathetic pine grove sighed 
And whispered. No. Then once again she cried ; 
And a soft voice came flutteringly back, 
Like to a timid dove that fears to light. 
And hovers on the wing. 

Towards the sound 
One led her with a torch. Expectancy 
Whispered, and laughed, and tiptoe looked, and swayed 
The assemblage to and fro, and cried, ' They come,' 
And laughed to find amiss the announcing word. 

And Landor ? — there without, a man of stone 
With head thrown backward haughtily, and eye 
That scarce can note the wayward multitude. 

And Landor ? Ah ! within, a man who lay 
Wallowing in the dust of his abasement, torn 
By the fell spirit, while above him stood 
His Good and Evil fiercely disputant ; 
And if no Christ descends the cloud-capped hill 
The demon has him — that for all and aye ! 

o 
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The shout rings high, " They come." " The bride has 
found 
A bride. Our queen is queen in alL" " Our bride 
Is bridesmaid ! Ho, the bridesmaids, follow her !" 

And still he kept the same unmoving pose \ 
Only the drawn, hard-breathing nostrils told, 
And the clenched hands, the stern-curbed eagerness ! 

Her bridal garb on Olive Marian threw 
With loving vestiture of all her claim 
To nuptial honours, — led her through the crowd 
In opening sight ; and as the summoned maids 
Drew to her side, with gay apparelled troop 
Led up another votary to the shrine. 

A low deep cry escaped him at the sight, 
And with it fled the ousted demon pride ; 
He drooped his head, and stilly waited there, 
Until she touched him with her blissful hand, 
And laid a trembling one in his, and said, 
"Your Olive. Keep her, as she kept herself 
For God and you." " Mine, only mine, always mine !' 
He softly said And so forgetful of all else 
These two gazed long, and in each other's eyes 
Read all the story of their parted lives, 
That needed knov/ledge, — his the sorrowing shame. 
That vowed a truer bond ; — hers, only love 
That was so full of light, it had no room 
For any darkness. So forgetful of all else 
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They gazed, and through the multitude there went 
A solemn, voiceless hush, as if they watched, 
While others took the holy bread and wine. 

And came a woman from the crowd, whose hair 
Was white as age could white it ; and her hands 
Uplifting, spake with tremuhous voice in prayer, 
" God bless our queen ! She has made them man and 
wife." 

And every head bowed low, as Landor knelt 
Before the open book, whose sacred rite 
Made these two one. 

And that is Edwin's wife ! 



END OF CANTO VI. 
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Scene— Z«>J^ Chinchona, 




AUBREY. 

'OU wear a golden trinket. Trust my hand 
A moment with it. Aye, the same, the same ! 

MARIAN. 

How know you it ? It is not mine, unless 
No proved inheritor be found. I give it 
Free to your hand. 'Twas somehow stolen goods 
Each time I wore it ; yet as Edwin's rule 
I hung it round my neck. I will no more. 

AUBREY. 

Edwin ! And how to him the ownership ? 
With all your worldly goods endowed you him, 
That he might render back enhanced in worth ? 
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MARIAN. 

This was not mine, nor ever truly his : 
But one in dying, on his fevered palm 
Would lay it, raving, and would say, " I gave it. 
Yes, yes, to Marian I gave it. Truly so ! " 
And then the restless eye turned otherwhere. 
And from the balking tongue unreasoned speech 
Shot aimlessly. And when from conscious mood 
Were sought his wishes shrined in clear direction. 
He piteously appealed, if ought his mouth 
Disclosed of secrets ; and when reassured, 
Again he wandered thro' a keyless maze, 
" The curse ! the curse ! " — and then * Go sin no more,' 
Emerging ever at the wicket, " Yes, 
I gave it Marian ; yes, I said 'twas clean. 
Your mother's gold." 

Him dead, 'twas Edwin's charge, 
For none discovering haled the trinket home ; 
And so like orphan in the darkening street 
I took it to my care. 

AUBREY. 

What name had he. 
Who bore it hither ? 

MARIAN. 

Mordaunt Let it reach 
Her hand to whom your knowledge gives it claim. 

AUBREY. 

The raindrop on the heathy mountain finds 
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From slope to slope its home in sheltered laugh ; 
The wafted thistledown finds anchorage 
To furl its sail on its own destined shore ; 
The widely roaming bee from flowery meads 
Can steer unfaltering to the humming hive ; 
And far-bome doves in wheeling circles learn 
The airy pathway to the distant cote : 
Lifeless, and Living, own a guiding hand ! 

MAKIAN, 

\\'hat of this trinket ? 

AUBREY. 

It is safely home ! 
The fallen rain its lough, the seed its bed, 
The bee its hive, the dove its cote has found ! 
That name inscribed is yours. The scroll without. 
And curling tress within, the giver's love 
And grateful heart express. 

MARIAN. 

What, Mordaunt !— No, 
'Tis name of one I knew not. No good I wrought 
To earn a benefactor's kindly grace. 

AUBREY, 

Not Mordaunt's gift. One dead the trinket left 
Unwilling trust to Mordaunt ; and he dead, 
Has left it in unwitting charge to Edwin ; 
And thence with title unacknowledged, \n 
It lies a stranger in its rightful home ( 
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MARIAN. 

But who the giver? All is mystery. 

AUBREY. 

In London city once, you sat and wrought 
A Dorcas garment, and was ushered in 
A lady who had griefs and wrongs to tell 

MARIAN. 

True ; I remember all the horrors, as 
When sulphur-breathing chasms yawn beneath 
The placid household. 



AUBREY. 

Her you buried safe 



From scorn and hurt. 



MARIAN. 

I did. A simple stone 
With Mara writ upon it, marks her grave. 

AUBREY. 

Why Mara? 

MARIAN. 

Twas the only name her friend — 
One with her when a deadly stroke was struck, 
And therefore prisoned, till the truth, blush-red 
For all the shame, rose up and faced the light, — 
Ere knew to name her by. 

AUBREY. 

Heard you of Clara ? 

MARIAN. 

Once Edwin's ? Yes. 



i 
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AUBREY. 

The double name of one ! 

MARIAN. 

Mara and Clara, two in one ! Oh God, my God L 
Edwin, my Edwin ! 

Is it true indeed ? 
Can nothing breathe a hope of doubtfulness. 

AUBREY. 

One only point debatable is solved, 
That you are * Marian.' 

Arrived from sea, 
That name struck chill amid the warmth 
Of friendly welcome, and the playful glow 
Of scintillating mirth at wedding-tide. 

Your name was living on the vocal air, 
Like hum of flies beneath the summer boughs. 
It chilled me and it stung me with the thoughts. 
Of misery linked to sound of * Marian/ 
Your patience grant, and pardon for my words ! 

MARIAN. 

Oh how those days of horror rise again ! 
To claim an unpaid tithing must they come ? 
A stranger from the night appeared, and gloom 
Engulphed her nameless ; and her sorrows bore 
No added pang. But now 'twas Clara, — not 
A woe of alien spirit, but akin ! 

The story runs, that fire has burned a home. 
Or sickness touched a child, or sudden stroke 
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Has slain a husband : — and you mourn the loss 
With sympathetic sigh, till forking flashes 
Of clearer tidings gleam, " It is thine own." 
And then how poor our tribute of regret ! 
We dropped a tear, now turbid torrents roll ! 
We heaved a sigh, now roars the tempest's force ! 
What further grief? 

AUBREY. 

Not grief, but rather fruit 
That on the boughs of downward-rooted woe 
Hangs ripened in the quiet autumn air. 

Twas Mordaunt, that awoke from deep-drugged sleep 
And rueful saw himself befouled with blood ; 
And still he sought a fountain whereat washed 
He might be clean. But every spring was dry ! 

Throughout the land's breadth did he seek for you, 
And hope to rid him of that trinket's weight. 
And still he turned back baffled and distraught, 
And grew more horror-stricken at the past 
That clung like chained corpse rotting at his side. 

My doors he haunted, told the story o'er 
And o'er ; and ramped and raved and swore it was 
Some necromantic spell disturbed his peace 
Until the dreaded heirloom touched your hand. 

And then he drooped and moody hung his head. 
And muttered o'er the writing of the scroll, 
And dreaming wished there was a Christ to speak 
The kindly words, * But no, there was no God !' • 
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And then he cursed himself, there was no God I 

At last he crossed the seas, and quiet fell 
On your vexed name ; until it hissed at me 
As viper in the spring grass ! What that you 
Were fair and kindly, and ray friend's glad prize ! 
For still I asked, and is this ' Marian.' 
And every horror rose and asked me, * Is this she ?^ 

And so thro' days, until your presence grew 
Upon me, — not a ghastly, ghostly name, — 
And thoughts, ' Was Clara's saviour Edwin's bride ? 
Did Mordaunt's failing search send Edwin forth 
To find the Marian that he sought in vain?' 

I feared to sound a hiss in Paradise, 
And tempt to themes that mercy had forbid ! 

I feared to hush an angel's whispering sigh. 
That fain would answer full her dying prayer ! 

That gold, — a pure gift from her mother's hand, — 
She made the sacrament of her new life 
And grateful love to you. The sacred scroll 
Was penitential psalm, and hymn of faith — 
The willow of the brook and lordly palm 
Woven together as she kept the feast 
Of tented Succoth. 

MARIAN. 

Oh Thou God of goodness I 
Thou crown est the toilsome year with autumn joy. 
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And yet we miss the flowers that graced the spring 
With shining rainbow hues ! Ah ! Faded hopes, 
Our life is colourless, till the new May-day comes ! 
Oh autumn fruits, ye strengthen us to live 
And travel — where fruit and flower together hang ! 

Clara, — I have wished her in the happiest home 
That ever blessed a woman ; and have prayed 
A brighter summer still with golden light 
To shine on her, because she turned aside 
And left me Edwin. But Mara — I have yearned, 
Oh that one hour of loving speech had passed, 
Before the hungry river swept away 
To the eternal sea the speaking soul. 
And left the dumb, pale corse a damning waif ! 

Listen, friend. I was a little child, that played 
Amid the quiet graves ; and gathered flowers ; 
And sat upon the tombstones, tying knots 
Of fragrant colours for a sick one's hand : 
And thought that nothing was in this our world, 
But such as was between the grass and sky . . . 

And then I saw below, — the worm, and skulls, 
And putrefying flesh, and long nude bones — 
A sight to scare a child, and frighten sleep 
With hideous nightmares ! Ah I vowed a vow 
My life should rescue some from that foul death ! 

And now I must tell Edwin ! With what words 
Frame the sad tale? What shall I tell, and what 
<^onceal ? 
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AUBREY. 

Over the dead why needless speak 
What charity would plead a kindly hand 
Should cover, lest the living heart be grieved ? 

MARIAN. 

Edwin, my Edwin ! I have felt thy love 
To wrap me round in warm envelopment 
Of tireless care and godlike influence ! 

One to be cast from thence, naked to scorn, 
And pelted with the pitiless hail of hate 
And malice, — and of self-contempt and shame ! 

AUBREY. 

We kept it secret. This was Mordaunt's vow. 
To clear his bosom of his own misdeed ; 
But not pile grief on grief by her mischance. 

MARIAN. 

So you in distant safety. We — we talk 
Of all our lives, and very oft of her ; 
And it would please him to the heart to do 
Some act of kindness —he will watch and wait. 

Yes, he must know, I know ; and let him choose 
Beyond my telling, what he shall be told. 



END OF CANTO VII., PART I. 
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II. 

SCENB — Lake Chinchona, 



EDWIN. 

My Marian, why sit you thus alone ? 
To chide me for my wanderings ? Look here — 
This earns me pardon. There is spoil from wood 
And plain and lake for Dora's hungry larder. 

MARIAN. 

Oh death, how it walks hand in hand with life. 
The soft-furred innocence, that played at dawn 
Amid the dewy verdure hanging there dim-eyed I 
I shudder at it ! 

Are there any, love, 
Who thread the forest mazes of our life. 
And from loud-throated desolation pour 
Their mangling shot, or spiral-twisted ball, 
And gloat upon the anguish of our wounds ? 

EDWIN. 

I am aghast ! What troubles Marian ? 
Was Aubrey false to self-imposed task ? 
He craved a favour of entrusted power 
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To tend you, — bade me go, as if he urged 
A thing of moment. 

MARIAN. 

He was kind and good. 
And yet I wearied for your coming feet, 
And wandered on your homeward path alone. 

EDWIN. 

And tho' I come, not cheered, my Marian ! 
Not one of all the welcoming smiles, so prompt 
To haste and greet me ! Why the pensive look 
And saddening tongue ? and trace of tears unnoted 
In the flushed joy of meeting I afresh they flow I 

Wife of my heart, my lovely Marian ! 
Has sorrow come and I but touch it jesting ? 
In one short moon has trouble tracked our way ? 
Come then, my wife, we meet it hand in hand ! 

MARIAN. 

Yes, hand in hand, lead me to some sweet spot. 
Secluded as a grave should be, where love 
Would lay its dear ones down to rest in hope. 

EDWIN. 

A grave I so soon to burying, oh my wife ! 
And yet I fear, so selfish am I grown, 
That I could dig a grave for all the world, 
And on the fresh-turned sod, kneel, thanking God 
The world was taken, and my wife was left 1 

MARIAN. 

So be it in your mind, until the world 

p 
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Has its revenge, and kindly buries us ! 
Now lead me. 

EDWIN. 

Let this waterfowl be guide. 
See the rich feathers closed upon the ball ; 
No tell-tale crimson has appeared to mark 
Its course, and spwjil the brilliance of their hues : 
So will we hide a sorrow in our hearts 
And cover with a flashing smile the wound. 
When we've no Marian to soothe its pains. 

Afloat upon the lake I shot the bird, 
Which straightway oared itself by web and wing 
Hastily to shore, as one would die at home. 
Its head was laid upon the floating grasses. 
Which in the gentle ripple rose and fell. 
As on a racked, sigh-labouring breast a child 
Is rocked in mournful motion after death. 

The path runs nigh a hundred yards to find 
This little cove, its entrance masked by reeds, 
Which whisper stealthily as the winds go by, 
And, at its base, a hoary lichened rock 
Is crowned by aspens, whose light fingers shake 
The shifting shadows on the sombre pool ; 
And all along its side the willows droop 
Down to the sobbing wave. Beneath the rock 
We '11 couch upon the sward. 

MARIAN. 

The place will serve. 
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If it be such as Memory unto it 
Can make a path across the lengthening years, 
Which Love, tho* aged, shall never fail to find. 
E'en thro* the falling darkness. 

EDWIN. 

It is still 
And shaded to the bent of sorrow. 

I will wait, 
My Marian, nor idly pile the clouds, 
And darken all with false forecasting shadows. 

MARIAN. 

I am like one, that in a lonely land 
Or hasty need must to her tender child 
A surgeon be, alarmed lest dimming tear. 
Or love's distracted shudder on the hand 
Should give a harmful ease or bootless pang. 

EDWIN. 

I lay my heart to your dissection bare, 
My surgeon, not to wince at any touch. 
Or deepest probe. It might be pain to some, 
As vaunt depreciative of their worth, 
And so I breathe it in your ear alone, — 
I know not where would sorrow find a blade 
Whose deadly point could reach the core of life, 
So be, it cuts no heart-string binding me 
Safe in my Marian. And yet I think 
I said so much in words a little erst ; 
But such I say a hundred times in thought, 
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And feel so happy in the thought, I needs 
Must give it larger room than a shut breast 
And wrote I now my will and testament. 
This all, to thank my God who hedged my way 
To reach this resting-place for all my heart. 

MARIAN. 

And saying so, if unrevoked the will, 
You widow widowhood of half its pain, 
Should God in judgment write such dolorous doom 
Against me. 

EDWIN. 

I have had my griefs, whose weight 
In total sum the poising scales marked true. 
And memory keeps the count, — and now 
I show my purchased joy, and proudly tell 
The heavy price at which I bought its cheap 
Possession. Wounds in the quick soul were mine. 
And all their feverish delirious pain 
I can recall ; and would renewing gashes 
Take in the outreached soul, if glorious prize 
Like this be victory's crown in pain-fraught war. 

MARIAN. 

'Twere balm to wounded heart 1 but wounding heart 
Finds grief in wounding love ; yet so must I ! 

EDWIN. 

Here ends probation. Seeing, yet unseen, 
Here may we sit from all the world apart ; — 
Without, the glistering lake and mighty mountain : 
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Within, the glooming shade and bending branch. 

MARIAN. 

'Twas here the wounded bird found case in death ; 
And gave you joy in sportsman's prowess? 

EDWIN. 

Aye, 
But food for human life. On him be curse, 
Who finds a devil's joy in bootless death. 
Thro' every earthly course this parable 
Runs clearly writ, death nurtures life, and life 
Can only live on life. One died, we live ; 
And living, live by Him who is the life. 

MARIAN. 

Our death must nurture our own life ! 'Tis true. 
And dying in our griefs, we live to joy. 

EDWIN. 

You take my text and preach upon it. Why ? 
And why from shut hand comes this trinket forth ? 
A case in point, you think. Some erring one, 
We guess, whose mother ringed a shining curl 
With hopeful words, as once her life with prayer, — 
I would the sad memorial were in hand 
Of her, who needs it in her sore sad hours. 

I never knew but one whose glossy hair 
Rayed a blue sheeny darkness from each tress, 
As this does. She was named — not Marian. 

I never knew but one named * Marian,* 
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Whose rich brown hair has golden brightenings thro' it, 
That make a sunlight to my happy eyes. 

And so this name and hair have linked a two 
Together, who made my life in pain and peace. 
You and one other. 

MARIAN. 

It was hair, I learn, 
Of one, who'made my life in pain and peace ! 

EDWIN. 

Ha I Is this so ! 

MARIAN. 

A kindly-hearted girl, 
I played the children's plays, and trimmed their dolls; 
I gave my halfpence to a beggar's whine ; 
I ran the messages for idle folk ; 
I sang the song to stir the cheerless hour. 

SHE smote her hands above me, bade me look 
And see the gaping wounds that bled to death,- — 
The anguished spirit in the quivering flesh 
Cut to the bone by wheel-contracted thongs ; 
She sent me forth to more than play at help. 

EDWIN. 

A friend like that, how good ! Worth searching years !• 

MARIAN. 

Ah, her I buried long ago. 

EDWIN. 

Oh the pity, dead 1 
A friend of childhood ? 
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MARIAN. 

No, we met but thrice. 

EDWIN. 

But thrice I Was friendship in that thrice cemented ? 

MARIAN. 

My heart went to her as a city pours 
Her populous throngs out of the cramping streets 
To meet the youthful heritor of her throne 
Stabbed in foul fight. 

EDWIN. 

Ah, she had troubles ! 
Her daughter fallen, was it, Marian ? 

MARIAN. 

Twas not a daughter's trouble. And this name 
Writ here is mine. The jet black hair was hers. 

EDWIN. 

And what her name ? 

MARIAN. 

I begged a quiet grave — 
Beneath the shadow of a city church, 
Whose walls were crumbling stone, while far away 
The thunder of the London city tide 
Was breaking, as a melancholy bark, 
Whose gaping planks and naked timbers lie 
Long stranded on a high-raised beach, deserted 
By the receding sea, whose tumbling waves 
Roll on the western winds dull hollow sounds, 
That moan and wail between the riven decks. 
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And round about that grave a coping runs 
Of pure white stone ; and glossy ivy throws 
Its faithful verdure clothing all between 
The borders ; and above her hidden breast 
A sloping slab of snowy marble lifts 
Its clear relievo of her sculptured name. 
One word, 'tis " Mara." 

EDWIN. 

A sad name ! 
How died she ? 

MARIAN. 

Suddenly, and was taken dead 
By strangers. The tidings drifted on to me 
Soon afterwards ; and for the love I bore 
And pity, I and one other buried her. 

EDWIN. 

Onei 

BSARIAN. 

One for whose life, she lost her life to rid 
Her of intolerable sin and shame. 

EDWIN. 

So good, how lacked she friends? 

MARIAN. 



She had ncme other. 



EDWIN. 

A derelict upon the lonely seas 
Herself, and yet of noble heart to risk 
A tow-rope to a wrecked and foundering crew I 
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Why died she thus ? To founder at the port ! 
Heroic seamanship drowned on the bar ! 
That other, what of her? 

MARIAN. 

My Steadfast friend. 
My guide and helper in dark labyrinths, 
My armour-bearer in the hard-fought field, 
Who dared the spotted fever and the nights 
Of sleepless watchings over me, who breathes 
Her vital air when doing good to any ; 
And more invigorating breath, the worse 
Those hapless whom her benefactions reach. 

EDWIN. 

And Mara died for that, not knowing that I 

Oh I in the resurrection of the just 
The barren mother shall keep house 1 The joy. 
The joy of it ! 

This friend, her we shall know ? 

MARIAN. 

You gave me freedom for a little while 
To hear a friend's betrothal ; and you graced 
Us with three further days to make the bond 
Of marriage vow replace the word of promise. 

An honourable man of wide repute 
Had sought in her his wife ; and thrice refused. 
He sought ; on which she took his vow to seek 
My knowledge, — that obtained, to never see 
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Her face, unsatisfied. 

I went and spoke 
One word to soothe the sorrow of my tale. 

" It is enough," he said, " let *s seek my wife. 
I knew a woman waits a woman's tongue 
To give its service in one past alone. 

There is a grace that purges clean for heaven, 
And Christ, and God. And shall it not for earth, 
And home, and man ? " And so he took his wife, 
And blesses God, and in his happy home 
The blessing louder, sweeter shall arise 
From all his life. And bless the Lord, my soul ! 

EDWIN. 

And Mara died for that, not knowing that I 
O God of mercy, Thou hast Thy marriage feast, 
And keepest the good wine till afterward ! 

And we must bury Mara in your love 
Rewakened by this trinket's mystery. 

Let me then see her face, before the lid 
Is closed, and dust to dust is said. Her likeness ? 

MARIAN. 

I thought her of two natures composite, 
Of which the one knew not the other in 
The extremes of action : one, a passionate 
Impetuous spirit with the rush and roar 
Of a down-speeding torrent ; all aflame 
In fierce denunciation of a wrong, 
Like a volcanic hill-top in the night ; 
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With the tiger's cunning crawl and lightning leap 
Upon the offender in his careless passage : 
The other was a sweet and docile spirit, 
More prone to follow than dictate the lead ; 
And yet with soft attractive influences 
More powerful to take the masterhood 
O'er some than masculine assertiveness. 

EDWIN. 

I knew one such, who never said " I wish, 
And therefore will it done," but let you know 
The wish, and made you will to do it somehow. 
But then it was a servitude which drooped 
You earthwards pleasantly. 

How formed and featured ? 

MARIAN. 

She was of splendid presence, not o'er-tall. 
But with a supple strength and graceful sweep 
Of limb and form I Her jetty hair rose round 
Her head as crowning it in proud dpplause. 
And fell away as courtiers humbly stand, 
Tho' noble, in the presence of our queen. 

Her face was marred by early sorrow, and 
Her cheeks were wasted 

EDWIN. 

Ah she was too round 
And smooth for grief to grasp ! 

MARIAN. 

But 'twas a face 



220 Canto VII, 

Once seen, forgotten never. Her brow was open ; 
Her dark eye glowed and flashed from inward fire^ 
Or softened with the wavy light that fills 
The deep pools where a mountain river rests. 

EDWIN. 

How like it is. Strange ! 

MARIAN. 

In her voice could burst 
The fiercest blast that ever brake on ear 
From the war-trumpet's throat 

EDWIN. 

I never saw 
Her moved. But 'twas a voice — I interrupt, 
Say on, my wife. Curious 

MARIAN. 

And yet it had 
The full rich tones, as when from sweetest stop 
The organ soothes the listening multitudes 
In grand cathedral aisles. 

EDWIN. 

'Twas so in her I 
You paint a portrait ; word by word it grows, 
As if I watched you at your easel, brush in hand. 
Were 't not that Mordaunt dimly answered me. 
That she I think of, numbered with his sect 
And lived a life of pleasure, I would deem 
This Christian sufferer in a world of woe. 
This Christian worker in a world of sin. 
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Were Clara in enchanted toils held fast. 

'Tis like, so like ; yet so unlike in heart, 
And look, and lot. She had a nimble art 
To evade the unpleasant stroke, and let the blow 
Fall on the empty air : like unguents poured 
Upon the wrestler's sinewy limbs, there flowed 
A subtle effluence about her ways, 
That the malevolent chances which so oft, 
Seizing, do throw us with a heavy fall 
In the arena of our common life, 
Felt their strong fingers slip in idle clutchings. 

She had the downy pillowing softnesses 
On which the self-indulgent senses couched ; 
And worded charm of intellect, that played 
Like summer wind amid the leafy trees. 
Fanning the pleasance. 

MARIAN. 

Downy pillows grow 
To tiresome luxuries for pampered wishings. 
And champions, laurel-crowned in every game, 
And sung in lauding hymns, have found an art 
So swift to strike, the evading leap was lost, — 
Have felt the steel-strung graspings sink and hold 
In compressed flesh. 

EDWIN. 

Why speak so meaningly. 
Marian ! look at me ! You gaze across \ 

The glooming lake with eye-bedewing tears, J 
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And flushing cheeks ! 

Have cloud-built fantasies 
Turned solid fact ! 

Oh Marian, my wife, 
The tender tale has done the surgeon's part, 
And I wake up to feel but after pain. 

Clara, to whom in every added year 
I prayed more good ; and since the whole clear sky 
Shone with my joy, with tenfold earnestness 
I prayed her good, — this Clara, ringed with grief ! 
Clara, to whom I wished all joyous living, dead ! 

MARIAN. 

We said, grief buys a joy, and death a life. 

EDWIN. 

Aye, aye, my wife, we con the lesson long, 
And soon forget. We learn the theory, 
And suddenly beset, unpractised stand 
Agape like book-taught captains in a storm, 
Who never turned a wheel, nor furled a sail. 

I pondered oft, how I would say to her 
In unmistaken kindness should we meet 
* 'Twas good we parted in the long back past. 
And here are two, instead of one, my wife 
And I, who wish you well, joy in your joy. 
And in your sorrows grieve ; and ready-handed, 
To help you in your need.' 

But all is o'er. 
The mountains are but vapour ; and the clouds, 
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Low on the horizon's verge, are wrecking rocks ! 
Tell on the story, my most loving wife. 

MARIAN. 

We came to bury one we loved, and such — 
The resting feet, washed from the soil of earth, 
And clean hands lying on the tranquil breast, — 
We draw the shroud of snowy linen o'er, 
And lavish strew the pale, sweet-scented flowers : 
So coffin them ; and burying wait the trump, 
That stirs the sleeper in the quiet tomb. 

Then shall our loved ones come, and we with them^ 
Innocent as infants from the earth's great womb, 
Glad as a child to greet a summer day. 
Fair as a bride upon her marriage morn. 
And glorious as a conqueror in his car, 
For Christ is Saviour and our Father Judge. 

EDWIN («//M a look of scrutiny), 
Marian ! 

(After a pause), 
" A woman waits a woman's tongue," said he 1 
Am I right, Marian ? What meant the scroll ? 

MARIAN. 

A word of Holy Writ, I chose and gave it ; 
And God blessed it to her. 

EDWIN. 

Oh God bless my wife ! 



V' ^ *'* 

-^^ ^ *i* 



{^An hour elapses). 
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EDWIN {raising his head from her neck). 
The twilight shrouds the silver-gleaming lake. 
We must away. In this sepulchral gloom 
I Ve kept your patient uncomplaining love. 

MARIAN. 

I came to bury one I loved, and could not leaVe 
Until the grave be closed, and the sods happed 
And smoothed above ; and planted, if at hand, 
A flower-root to deck it lovingly, 
When we are gone. 

EDWIN. 

No woman ever loved 
As Marian ! 

Rejoumeying along 
The way of life is bitter pilgrimage. 

I have been thinking, saying, doing all 
That in remembrance tarries of that time. 

Not one foundation sorrow of mine own . 
From its deep bed would I uproot, or tier 
On darksome tier built slowly to this light 
To which the eager windows of my soul 
Give gladsome entrance. 

But for her, — I see 
How readily I sank to earth again. 
How I forswore my high ambitions, chose 
The low warm hollow with its sleepy hums, 
Eschewed the breezy heights with healthful strain, 
And soul-ennobling outlook o'er the world. 
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I thought to sit at table all day long. 
And feast on fruits, which her cool fingers gave ; 
To lull the repleted sense with songs she sang 
In still enjoying dreams ; and at her call 
Wake freshened for another's day's delight. 

And I — who knew far better, knew the soul 
Must find its heaven-sent manna, basely stored 
For sensual selfishness, breed worms and stink, — 
Her faster led her own misleading way ! 

MARIAN. 

Tis well the wandering child has wearied limbs 
At sinking of the snUj^that its tired cry 
May call the seeking motlier to its place. 
The devious ways were pleasant, while the flowers 
Were bright : no care for hush and cradling arms. 

The world is wide we stray in, and the flowers 
Are many. Well it is when any learn 
How pathless are the fields to childish sense, 
How soon the pretty petals close and fade. 
And after all, when all is tried, the best 
Thing is, home and the everlasting arms. 

She knows it, and she would not leave one thorn 
To tear the flesh of children yet afield. 



END OF CANTO VII., PART 2. 
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III. 

Scene. — Lake Chinchona, 



HAROLD. 

This golden sand will meekly take the press 
Of footsteps to and fro but one night more ; 
And then you seek the ocean pathway home 
To the old land. 

The quivering eager wish 
To be a fellow-voyager and see 
The green hills* welcome, rises strong within. 

I left a father with the whitening hairs, 
And mother fencfed safe by stalwart sons, 
And graced by one sweet maid. Now little feet 
Trip o'er the lawns, and fill the grandam's cup 
With life anew ; and pluck the flowers, and feast 
On all the luscious fruits which bend the boughs. 
Where once I reigned in childish happiness. 

I long to see the old and know the young. 
My heart lies there ; my work lies here and binds : 
I can but in your joy incarnate mine. 

EDWIN. 

I think of the old land, and my heart beats high. 
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I think of work left here, — my heart sinks low. 

AUBREY. 

What ! Has the bridal effervescing bliss 
Staled down so rapidly ! We thought this wife 
Was nectar, food ambrosial, deifying 
The fortunate imbiber I Is it gone 
The exquisite aroma ! Is it lost, 
The pearl of price worth kingdom, crown, and all ; 
Or proved a counterfeit by acid test ? 

EDWIN. 

Stay headlong tongue. Nothing is lost ; but much 
Unknown is found. I lay a ragged wretch 
Beneath the wayside hedge, and woke on couch 
Of affluence, — all wishes weighted low 
With their sweet load, like honey-bearing bees 
Who sipped enough, then hoarded winter store ! 

AUBREY. 

Is it the balanced mind cannot adjudge 
Betwixt the good you lose, the good you gain, — 
A wife to enjoy, or noble work to do? 
Inexorable law asks quid pro quo! 

EDWIN. 

A trampled writhing soul I drew myself 
Apart in selfish bitterness from sight 
Of joys akin to what I fiercely mourned. 

I craved to be a savage, furious stamped 
The old associations in the mire : 
I lived a savage, thought and fought a savage ; 
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Until the mighty hand of Him, who draws 

The fallen waters from the hoof-torn leas 

Still downwards, purifying in the depths, 

And then guides upwards to the welcoming light, 

Urged me, my turbid violence of woe 

Removed, to higher thoughts. I strove to raise 

My comrades, not to lower myself ; and yet 

Because once low with them, I raised them with me ! 

HAROLD. 

The work is done, and glad remembrance waits 
To grace with flowers the duly-earned repose. 

EDWIN. 

It spoils my banquet, this — the harpies come 
And taint it all with thought, * Lame, blind, and sour, 
Was task so glorious given ! Now sound in limb 
And heart, you turn to glut the greedy sense ! 
Alone, you wrought a goodly task, and sowed 
The fields. Now mated, leave the bending grain ! ' 

AUBREY. 

This glamour only veils the grievous thorns, 
Which tore the flesh, and through the flimsy covering 
Would wound again. Left weights are light ; resumed 
They gall the shoulders : and old sores smart worst ! 

EDWIN. 

No grievous thorns ; no smarting sores, my friend. 
I was enamoured of my life. I thought 
No gilded palace throned so grand a lot 
As mine, where love was law, and freedom graced 
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Our goings and our doings, — no regime 
Of courtly precedent with shackling rules. 
Nor gaping of a thousand friendless eyes. 

AUBREY. 

Why broke you then with it ? 

EDWIN. 

Till Mordaunt came, 
'Twas so. His story brought the old scenes back. 
As a tamed tiger that has tasted blood. 
The yearnings in me ravined for their wont. 

AUBREY. 

Naturam furcd^ as old Horace says. 

EDWIN. 

No pitchfork violence I used. I think, 
That over nature rules a guiding hand ; 
And by the seeming wayward winds and waves 
Marshalls our course, unerring as if mapped 
On solid ground o'er broad wall-footed paths. 

HAROLD. 

No sweet prevision of this marriage joy 
Dawned mid the darkness of poor Mordaunt's death? 

EDWIN. 

I would have plunged beneath the polar ice, 
Sooner than crossed the fiery zones of love 
Iiuthought that skimmed the plains with swiftest foot 
No. There was restless heaving in my heart : 
The backward sweep adown the late-climbed shores 
Of tidal seas drawn by a hidden knoon ; 
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And from the bays, which my still rising peace 
Had slowly filled and flooded high the beach, 
Until the palm-trees bathed their drooping fronds 
In placid depths, that covered o'^r the rocks 
And jarring stones and shifting sand and sludge 
Malodorous — now the retreating wave 
Wrangled amid the shingle, stirred the black 
Deposit, fretted sore round every rock : 
So wrought the inner life. 

Dread seized me then. 
That what was in, would surely out one day ; 
My people think I 'd lost heart-love in work, 
Soul-patience for the task ; and break again 
Back to the storm-swept gulfs of savagery. 

MARIAN {approaching. 
Our table waits. Our patience comes to call you. 

And crave your mercy for our handiwork. 

Come. If the crusty cakes lose crustiness. 

The cook will pick it up, and store it safe 

In her temper for ulterior purposes ! 

AUBREY. 

Fleet-footed terrors bear you, Edwin, where 
The cakes and jellied pies are spread, and save 
Your future from one single crumb dishonoured ! 

EDWIN. 

Let civil fear reign in your saucy words, 
My Aubrey, lest this wife should hoard a crust 
Of crisply ovened teazing for your fare, 
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When Nora orders you the humble pie ! 

Come, Marian, show this bachelor you keep 
Your husband as a private butt to shoot at 
Your shafts of practice, but allow none else 
To empty out their quivers. 

MARIAN. 

Should I win 
A merit by rash shooting with disgrace ? 
Confess myself a scold at home to earn 
A tartar's credit when intruders come ? 

There Dora shows her beckoning hand to prove 
Me worthless messenger. 

HAROLD. 

Ungrateful men, 
They slight your toil ! 

AUBREY. 

My weary limbs give proof 
Of hunter's right to appetising boards. 

But told I you, as thro' the wood I passed 
Down by the ford, a laugh I heard so like 
Poor Oscar's sprightly persecutor's voice, 
I called unthinking, * Winnie ; ' and a bird 
Sprang to a topmost bough and laughed, and cried 
' Winnie,' till all the echoes joined the rout 

It seemed like witchcraft in its call, so plain 
Was Winnie's laugh and my own wonder tone I 

HAROLD. 

A mocking bird, where caught it Winnie's laugh ? 
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Give her another moon, and she will do 
Oscar a mischief, that will need her hand 
Thro' lifetime to undo it. 

DORA. 

Mischief and undoing? 
What speeches ! All the mischief you are doing 
Can only be undone by swift collapse 
Each on his mossy seat. 

{They seat themselves before the tents.) 

HAROLD. 

Bruno, be still ! 

DORA. 

Good Bruno has some secret from me ; he 
Has borne uneasy growlings down the track, 
And sauntered back half satisfied, and looked 
As one would tell, but honour bound his lips. 

AUBREY. 

What is it, Bruno? Some poor famished wolf. 
That begs the favour of a pauper's bone ? 
A poor thing is it, worth nor tooth nor ball ? 

MARIAN. 

Go, search it, Bruno? 

Bring it here, away ! 

HAROLD. 

There is a movement in the wood. No need. 
Friend Aubrey, for the rifles. Bruno's tongue 
Had cried the danger long ere this, if found. 

(A// in amazement,) 
■^^innie I Oscar ! 
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WINNIE. 

Ah ! I knew that scent 
Of cake and pie. No other two have skill 
To blend perfections. 

OSCAR. 

I was bound to crouch, 
Till sundown 'mong the trees, as Winnie said 
She blushed to think us married. 

DORA. 

Married ! You ! 

WINNIE. 

Congratulate him. He says he married me. 
But I am doubtful, if I married him I 
But oh some pie, I am 

OSCAR. 

That blessed pie ! 
She could resist all other powers, — the fright 
When Aubrey passed so nigh us and o'erheard 
The laugh, a tell-tale mocking bird screamed forth. 

AUBREY. 

I knew 'twas Winnie ! 

OSCAR. 

And Sir Bruno came, 
And grimly sniffed at us, refusing all 
The courtesy of old acquaintanceship 
Lest we should prove disreputable folk. 
'Twas hard to bear his cold disclaiming scorn, 
The hint he 'd call the watch and seize us, — hard,. 
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Drawn near, to see your company nor join it ; 

5he could resist all other powers, but soon 

As stole along the evening air that balm 

Of palate and of appetite she begged 

A pardon for unreadiness, and bore 

To be at charges with her pinken cheeks. 

DORA. 

I am dumb ! 

MARIAN. 

All over, Winnie ? Marrying, feasting ? 
All melted like a snowball in this hot haste ! 

WINNIE. 

He wanted me so quick you see, my dear ! 
And starved me on my wedding trip ! 

OSCAR. 

Oh ! Oh ! 

HAROLD. 

These women are so moonstruck by the wedding, 
They have no purview to include the wedded ! 
Sit, Winnie. 

Though so fallen from your height 
Of sole condition, sit, Oscar. Serve 
Your conqueror, as a noble knight who feels 
No petty spleen. 

WINNIE. 

Thanks. While you talked, I served 
Myself. Ah, Dora, in the woods you reign 
Supreme. 
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DORA. 

Nor Harold's taunt, nor Winnie's praise 
Diverts me. You shall stand on pillory, 
Until an ample tale has cleansed your breast, 
And gained a pardon for this stolen bridal ! 

OSCAR. 

Twas very simple, Dora. I required 
Of her, if comrade such as I along 
The path of life were suitable to her. 

She said 'twas doubtful, and would need a count 
Of many years to answer surely. But 
She wished a savage had a tent to fill 
With neat appliance for a squaw, and asked 
Her company to track your forest feet 
A savage savage I professed myself, 
And promised red skin, blanket, tomahawk. 
By formal deed between us then I bound 
My heirs, administrators, and assigns. 
And all the barbarous generations after, 
To serve and carry, hew and draw, to kill 
And cook, in civilized reversal of 
The customs of the child of nature, who 
Lives easy on the hardship of his squaw. 

WINNIE. 

A savage civilized enough to shirk 
His undertaking, undertaking tasks 
Beyond his prowess, nor protect his hut 
From prowling wolf, and Indian scalping knife ! 
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DORA. 

A compact unfulfilled in honeymoons ! 

OSCAR. 

'Twas on the fourth day of our journeying 
We built our bower 

DORA. 

How long this dignity 
Of stately * we ' has graced your travels, pray ? 

WINNIE. 

'Tis ages ! Oh ! you might have made a world 
Since then ! Time stood still ; never marked a day; 
But only whirled his sun and moon and stars, 
Like Catherine wheels around his urchin head 
In idle sport ! I thought he 'd ne'er again 
Begin at steady work of making days ! 

DORA. 

Winnie ! A matrimonial madcap ! who ran risk 
To throw a lasso's noose around your neck, 
And hold you long enough to truly say, 
' I give this woman to this man to be.' — 
Oscar, how wedded you ? 

WINNIE. 

Oh let me escape, 
Sweet Marian. I would survey your tents. 
To choose the fittest for my model, when 
I task my bondsman to prepare my couch ! 

DORA. 

A brief delay ; and then all by the shore 
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Will keep the tryst. Come, Oscar, I will show 
Where rest we in the cool of evening hours. 

In this our spacious dwelling-place there fronts 
One chamber to the sparkle of the morning 
On lake and lawn ; and one has dim recess. 
Where the green leafage moderates the noon : 
And so thro' all the enchanted day each hour 
Weaves its own spell and throws its glamour round 
In unconflicting, unconflicted witchery. 
Now tell how wedded you. 

OSCAR. 

We roused one morn, 
A hoary-headed minister from depths 
Of abstruse pages. 

By her absolute 
Decree, we stood accoutred as you saw. 
Armed and provisioned for the instant way. 

* Please marry me to him in haste,' she said, 
^ I have engaged his service for a safe 
Convoy to friends, now camping at the shore 
Of fair Chinchona Lake.' 

He boxed the ears, 
She held for chastisement, — * For seventeen years 
I Ve spent my labour on those pinky shells ; 
And neither tongue nor finger-pinch avails ! 

What hoax, you minx ? A sightly fellow this. 
To trust yourself with gathering nuts, or what !' 

* Please, sir, I want to be a savage, and 
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He wants a squaw : and so we knot our wants 
To carry safer on a single cord.' 

And times he stormed ; and times he prayed for space 
To build a decent ceremonial up. 
But no ; 'twas now or never ; not a day 
Nor hour. ' I take an orphan's privilege, 
And only ask my whim to grace my deed. 

With none else by, I '11 think the spirits here, 
Whom corporal presences would fright away.' 

And so he yielded ; and he signed and sealed 
Us one. And after, followed thro' the wood ; 
There bade farewell, and leaning on his staff, 
* I '11 miss you, Winnie,' said with tears that shook. 
Like sluice-bound stream, the cadence of his voice. 
And leaning on his staff he watched us down 
A forest glade, till low-hung branch and leaf 
Around us drooping we were seen no more. 

Then Winnie backward crept, and saw him stand 
With wistful gaze, fixed on the empty reach 
Of woodland : slow he bared his white hairs, and 
With reverent head and clasping hands he seemed 
At prayer. Then up the woodland way he climbed, 
And thrice he halted, leaning on his staff. 
To cast a lingering glance along her path ; 
So crossed the brow, and on its further slope 
Passed from her sight. 

Then was her time of sorrow. 
Convulsive sobbings shaking all her frame ; — 
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Low piteous moaning, as if a dumb thing 'twas, 

That had no speech to ease it of its woe j — 

One pace apart she lay along the grass. 

Nor touch of hand, nor sound of voice might cross 

The barrier, till she calmed herself by force 

Of will, and seated on a fallen trunk 

She wiped the last tear oflf, and folded up — 

It seemed a solemn sacramental act — 

Upon her knee the kerchief that she held. 

And laid it in her bosom in its folds ; 

And giving me her hand we onward fared. 

DORA. 

Her grief repressed ; her love a flowing fount ! 

OSCAR. 

Oh if she mourn for me, when I am gone 
Over the hilltop, with so deep a mourning. 
No pitcher will come empty from the fount 
^Tien life lets down the bucket of its need 
To draw up love. 

And how she laughed with him. 
And made him cheer, until, the parting o'er, 
The verdure veiling hid her passionate grief ! 

DORA. 

No kin of blood was bond betwixt those two. 
He was a lonely studious man, more like 
A dweller in some old cathedral city. 
Than in the rough rise of pioneering towns. 
And so he grew apart from all save one, 



340 Canto VI L 

This tricksome kitten, who played in and out 
His neighbouring doors, until with subtle skill 
The wizard Time 'fore his unnoting eyes 
Changed his bright plaything to a winsome bride. 

OSCAR. 

I see his white head bending as in prayer ; 
I see the feeble footstep on the hill ; 
I see the wistful longing to the void — 
And so say heedless I, as one of old, 
The Lord do so to me, and more also. 
If harm thro' me shall light upon her head ! 

DORA. 

Amen 1 say I. 

( The others approach.) 

And lo she comes with Marian. 
Marian, you abdicate the bridal throne, 
Installing there the last-made potentate. 

Lead hither, now, as humble maid of honour, 
Our sovereign, whom I at once arraign 
For trial by her nobles. Let her say 
How many raids upon her husband's peace 
Her riotous pranks, like ill-paid soldiers, led ! 

OSCAR. 

Oh not a day or night— 

WINNIE. 

I was so good I 
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OSCAR. 

I antedated sleeping hour, one eve, 
The warm and drowsy gloaming after hunt 
Inviting. In the lodge of scented pine 
I woke, as darkness gathered. On my ear 
The stealthy brush of wild beast's paw now fell, 
And on my cheek the hot breath thro* the boughs 
Seemed panting. 

Danger this ; and where my wife ? 
I reached a searching hand. Nor wife, nor weapon ! 
A sharp tooth pierced my flesh, with sudden force 
Drawing me outward. Up I leaped to shout, 
"Wolves, Winnie !" and to snatch the tent-pole loose ; 
And as the debris fell around, I waved 
My desperate poll-axe to the moon ; and saw 
My crouching wife, the only wolf anigh ! 

Twas build my tent again, and strew my couch. 
Thanked by her laughs, and unconfessing tongue ! 

DORA. 

Oh Winnie I 



Winnie I 



MARIAN. 
HAROLD. 

Winnie I 



EDWIN. 

Winnie ! 

AUBREY. 

Oh! Oh! 
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WINNIE. 

Exclaim until the echoes shake the mountains down ! 
I was his guard from Indian hordes as well 
As prowling wolves ! 

OSCAR. 

Ho ! ho ! You treacherous squaw? 

DORA. 

Be tell-tale, Oscar. What this other trick? 

WINNIE. 

You know that Indians were about our track. 
Since that fierce chief was late to stop the banns, 
And ravish Edwin back to savage life. 

Oh Marian, the scouts will find your wigwam ! 
These red men redden quick their fingers on 
The lifted scalps of their vain-flying foes. 

MARIAN. 

You hope my fears will cover o*er your deeds. 

AUBREY. 

Those sanguinary thoughts Dame Winnie broached 
Have cast a bloody tinge o'er lake and sky ! 

See how the gory colour runs from cloud 
To cloud ; and all the waters underneath — 
The red drops stain them as they heavily fall ! 

DORA. 

Aubrey, forbear I No common cloud or lake 
You spill your sanguine horrors to defile I 

This is my sylvan lodge devote to love 
And peace and dalliance. 
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AUBREY, 

I pardon crave. 
And straightway purge with fire the fretted roof 
And polished floor. Behold the waving wand 
Of rosy flame has passed, and all is pure ! 

WINNIE. 

The poet stains the house, then burns the house ; 
And thinks he earns from guest and owner praise. 

OSCAR. 

It were too sharp to speak a husband so ; 
But being only to a poet, who 
Spins cobweb fancies o'er the grass, and begs 
The passing foot to brush them all away 
At noon, or else no room to hang on high 
Another happy spinning, — why 'tis well. 
But, Dora, heard I not a rumour once 
This veritable house caught fire, and all 
But caught in amorous arms the owner fair ? 

AUBREY. 

Now murn\ur sorrow, Winnie, for the shaft 
You shot at me. My glowing metaphor 
Has brought this tale invisible to light. 
I see the thoughts steal out upon her brow 
In clear-traced letters. 

Tell us, Dora, pray. 

DORA. 

I call my liege lord there to take the sword. 
And save his vassal from this lawless seizure. 
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HAROLD. 

My lady, do the honours of my house. 

WINNIE. 

You hailed me sovereign. Tell at my command. 

DORA. 

My husband fails me. I to numbers yield 



It happened on a da)^, — the red-orbed sun 
For six long weeks had risen and set 
Without a shading cloud, and all the air 
Was hot and still, — I vowed the blistered roofs 
And gaping chinks in all the boarded walls, 
And dumbly-craving mouths of the dry, cracked earth, 
Should make a dogday for my eyes no more ; 
To feel it bad, to see too, doubly bad. 

" 1 '11 seek a stream thro' all the thirsty land. 
And live a Naiad in. cool grot, if such 
Be found ; if not, turn simply fish and live 
In water. You, Sir Harold, if a Naiad 
Suits you as wife, may find me out perchance ; 
But if to keep the house, and keep your house, — 
I '11 none of it, until the sun and clouds 
Have learned to do their service otherwise." 

Not loath my true backwoodsman ready stood. 
And in the primitive car stowed safe the gun 
And axe. Whilst I with most disdainful touch 
Thrust here and there some daintv eatable. 
As counting it a possibility 
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Of Naiad life, that hate not absolute 
Might rise 'gainst such absurdities as food, 
When all the liquid air 's at boiling point ! 

Black Jess, with toss impatient shaking off 
The poniard-mouthed blood-suckers, made her bells 
Jangle. * Bells plainly take no heed of heat. 
Or else they 'd never clang so vigorously,' 
I muttered, cross 'gainst any active life. 

We stole along the pinewood forest gloom, 
(Where now and then a cool blast struggled up, 
Moved a faint step, and overpowered fell) ; 
Then sudden dashed across the open glade, 
As soldiers where the battery's deadly guns, 
Trained all one way, rain concentrated fire. 

Arrived where axemen's stroke was audible, 
And sound of clinking iron on the rock. 
We took our separate ways, — he to his gang, 
I to explore if anywhere was left 
Even one, one small unfurnaced spot of earth. 
Lured on and on, I strayed until the sound 
Of falling water seemed to cool the air. 
'Twas but a trickle from a jutting ledge 
Where common summers boasted a cascade. 
And winter poured its thundering cataract 
Now intermittent drippings on the pool 
Of lifeless waters underneath gave out 
A sound the black rocks duplicated, and 
The thirsty wood passed on, as mariners 
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The cup which wets the dry lip on the raft. 

I laid me full length on the flag ; and hours 
Dragged wearily away. The brown trout stared 
At me, too worn for fright, too worn for ought. 
Than to lie still and stare, and heavily gasp. 

A stupor dulled my senses, till I stirred — 
A nameless dread upon me, for some hand 
Or voice had touched me. 

But I lay alone 
Beside the dripping water ; and a roar 
Continuous, muffled, like the mingled shout 
And tramp of a great city's multitude. 
Or fall of billows on a distant shore. 
Burdened the slow thick air with heavy sound. 

Oh ! then my name, — my husband calling me ! 
There was a horror in his voice that stopped 
My breath and answer, till the blood, — rolled back 
In wild confusion, like a routed host, 
And choking all the gateways of the heart, — 
Rallied, and rushed to alarm the tingling cheeks. 

Again the voice came, — ^an anguished cry 
Tom from the heart, and flung all bleeding out. 

I shrieked my answer straightway, terrified 
By his unknown alarm, — then stood stonelike. 

A deer limped by, his sides black— what burned black:- 
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Heedless of me, a wild sick look of fear 
And pain o'ermastering it. 

That muffled roar 
Still sounding in my ears — of fright perhaps ! . 

A puflf of furnace air pants over me. 

" Dora, the wood 's on fire !" 

The trump of doom 
Could scarce unfold more terror in its blast 
Upon the awestruck ear. 

'Twas not the fire 
Of which he spoke, that burned me thro' and thro', 
And stiffened all my limbs like potter's earth : 
It was the tone of agony so deep, 
So wild. 

He saw ; and with a bound he reached 
My side and calmed. His firm touch sent the life 
Athrob in every vein. No word we spoke. 
I led to where I had unyoked our steed : 
Beside the car he restless pawed the ground, 
Sniffed the hot air, and shook his glossy neck ; 
Until he heard our steps, then burst his neighings. 
Shrill as the trumpet call above the battle. 

With trembling hands we linked on trembling sides 
The shafts, — stepped in, and gave the reins all free. 

We dashed between the straight-stemmed, solemn pines, 
That moaned as apprehensive of their doom, — 
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Over their fallen spires the noiseless wheels 

Ran, — listening if the dread pursuer gained 

Upon us. Rocks, and rootless trunks rushed back, 

It seemed, to stay its progress. Timid creatures 

Of the wood strained step by step with us, close keeping, 

As if the old dreaded power to harm, in this 

Convulsion bred a hope of power to save. 

On downward, sloping, swept our headlong course, 
Until the pinegrove ceased ; and from its gloom 
Bursting, we saw stretched lake-like 'tween the hills 
A yellow plat of prairie. 

As we scanned 
Its circuit, where an outlet lay, there ran 
A streak of fire, as if one bore a torch 
Blazing across the long dry withered grass. 

Before the eye could wink, a whirlwind roared 
In eddying circles round the level sward, 
Gathering inwards, and upwards winding all 
The leaping flames, until a lofty spire 
From its wide base swirled raging to a cloud 
Downdrawing with inverted cone of black. 
Dense, tortured vapour. At a moment both [cheek 

Touched, — the eager red-lipped flame, and the downthrust 
Of the black, frowning cloud, — then the heavens blazed, 
And thousand, thousand thunders spoke their wrath. 

Soon as the dazed, stunned sense could look aad think, 
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We saw the smoking, blackened land, and far 

Across it, opening out a narrow gorge 

With green trees beckoning us. There fate sat waiting ! 

It was a race for life as victor's crown : 
And side by side on either wooded slope 
The fire was matched against us, — yonder gorge 
The winning-post ! Who reaches it the first 
Has won the prize. The trees there stretched their arms 
Across ; and should we reach it, and beneath 
Their leafy honours pass : then victors crowned 
We wear our life, — if not, the blazing woods 
Our funeral pile. 

'Twas fearful odds, — one steed. 
One foam-fl.ecked, panting steed, that tugged the trace, 
With straining limbs, and nostrils wide apart. 

How the ground seemed engulphed in yawning chasm. 
As we swept along, — before us visible ; 
Invisible beside the whirling wheels. 

And yet the fire, the fierce devouring fire, 
Seemed mocking us, and making playtime there. 

Twould lag behind awhile, and clap its hands 
Atop of burning logs, and shout, " Hi ! hi ! away ! " 
As rustics when they start a hare, and fain 
Would see it speeding from their wild halloo. 
And then with lightning leaps it gained the advance, 
And from the tall pine looked to mock our sloth. 

No sky, no blessed sunlight, but the'glare 
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And lurid flashing of those fumaced hills ! 

The smoke as blaclc as night with upward rush 
Burst from the jaws of the angiy, mangling fire ; 
And from mid-air in writhing masses stared 
Back on the mad work doing. 

The green leaves. 
As if mid-winter struck the summer down, 
Felt the approach and died — the trees stood bare, 
Stripped martyr-like and bound to await their doom ; 
Instantly the outstretched arms, being seized, swayed 
As if in anguish to and fro, and then 
The flames enveloped all, and leaped and laughed ; 
Until with crash the charred stumps fell along, 
And thousand sparks and blazing cinders shot 
With thunder echoes upwards. 

Is it death ! 
On, still on we sped. We saw fire, fire, — 
Breathed fire, felt fire, the red devouring fire 
Above, around ! 

Oh gallant, gallant steed. 
Our lives are at the stake, and yet to sit 
And watch the awful contest and afford 
No help. But be it life or death, no word 
Of urging, — rather death than cast a doubt 
Upon thy utmostness of strain ! 

Is it death ? 
For now as nearer drew the hills, the fire 
On either hand won mutual aid, and rushed 
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With more appalling swiftness to the gorge, 
Thro' which the narrow outlet lay, and seized 
The pass, and from the interlacing boughs 
Waited to intercept the fugitives. 

We look and question. Should we dare and dash 
Out of this hell into that blissful heaven : 
Burned in the gateway haply ? Pause and bear. 
If life be given here on the smouldering plain. 

But while the oscillating will said, ' Dare it,' 
Then * Back awhile ; ' like weaver's shuttle shot 
To this, to that by the agitated mind ; 
No choice was ours. 

*' We will not dare the pass, 
Said Harold. And he drew the rein, but lo ! 
It crumbled from the bit. The treacherous foe 
Had cut the bridle, as the pikemen used. 



Black Jess had felt the touch, but missed the guidance 
And as if giddied by a stroke, wheeled round 
Eagerly seeking for the wonted pressure ; 
Then baffled, terrified by its withdrawal. 
She slacked her speed, snorting with fear ; then turned,. 
And for the green fields showing thro' the gap 
Dashed wildly. 

And the fire raged and ravined round I 
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Instinctive then we rose, and each looked each 
In the face, a last long look ; no need of words ; 
A momentary wild embrace we snatched, 
As Harold seized the ample buffalo robe 
And spread a funeral pall above our bier, 
Covering us borne with blinded eyes to death, 
Locked in each other*s arms. 

Before, I said 
Twas seeing fire and hearing fire, but now 
*Twas being fire. 

The terrible heat compressed 
Our bodies ; drove the heat in, till it touched 
The shrinking life-core in the heart and head. 

'Tvvas not the pain when limb or flesh is scorched. 
And the sympathetic frame stands round the hurt, 
Like the crowd which blocks the thoroughfare, when 

harm 
Has thrown the footman. *Twas possession fierce 
Of all without, and all within, — head, hands. 
Feet, sinews, flesh : no part to feel and aid 
Another. j 

You have seen the vapoury cloud 
Glow, as the sunlight fell along its folds. 
Until the red orb drops within its breast, I 

And then it burned, transmuted into fire. 
And so my being was one molten mass ! 

Between each quickdrawn pant, an age groaned ou,— 
So slow its lightning speed, as agony checked 
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Its paces. Then deep darkness closed me round. 

From out its stillness I was led by pain, 
Knowing, remembering nought ; but feeling thrills 
That coursed along sensation's paths, and roused me 
To know myself alive, — a cinder laid 
Upon the sod. You Ve seen the sparks that shine 
Over the black leaf, when the taper's light 
Has swept the tell-tale writing from the page, — 
Swift shoots the brightness, while the crumpling heap*. 
Shrinks, pulverising at the faintest breath : 
So fiery pain shot thro' me, — so I shivered 
Into a lifeless consciousness of life. 

Our noble steed had borne us thro' the gorge. 
And down an unencumbered slope ; but traces 
Charred by the fierce heat, yielded to the strain 
Of broken ground. 

Here Harold pillowed me,. 
And from a watercourse refreshing draught 
Obtained, and hope of refuge and escape. 

Upon our right a mountain rose with sides 
Shorn of their glory. Th' unherbaged earth lay black 
Between the rocks, naked, their lichen stripped 
Away. The tender ferns spread out their fronds 
To hide the sores : but the gaunt stems of pines 
Stood grim and stern with dark brows frowning oft 
The feeble comfort. 

Ravage there had done 
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Its full work. Safe in ruin unrepaired 

The mountain saw, unfearing for itself^ 

The red-jawed monster swallowing all of good 

And fair around : but not unpitying,— 

Adown its flowerless, joyless sides it poured 

Cool winds, and urged them to the fainting plains. 

This whispered Harold of an unvexed land 
Beyond these peaks to which the river bed 
Might give us'open flight. 

EDWIN. 

Oh wooing death, 
With promise of the peace and bliss, how strange 
We struggle from thee to this hard thing life 
With aches and anguish and its rainbow hopes ! 

DORA. 

Black Jess, fear-thrilled, stood with her velvet lips 
Pleading at cheek and hand. Then as I sat 
Dazed, weak, struggling to make my thoughts cohere, 
She pressed to hide her eyes, and close her ears 
Under my robe. 

Mounting at Harold's word, 
We passed o'er gravel heaps, and smooth worn stones ; 
Now creeping by the banks, and now enforced 
To plunge and swim across the fordless pools. 

And «ver higher rose the lofty cliffs 
On either hand, unscaleable, but graced 
With trailing creepers : — trees in rifted rocks 
Safe rooted, and their arms enlaced i' the midst. 
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Thro' which the far sky showed : — flowers, gorgeous not, 
But scented sweet, and clinging close like babe 
To the mother's breast 

Thus as thro' red sea walls 
We made our flight, emerging on that shore 
Of golden sand, caressed by dallying waves, 
That laughed and sported in the happy sun. 

Oh it was land of Canaan to us 
Without the sons of Anak ; — better than 
The grapes of Eshcol were the unscorched leaves, 
That glittered as they danced ; — and better than 
The palms of Jericho, the well-branched pines 
That opened gates to restful coolnesses. 

We built a hut and tarried here for days 
To gather strength. And then we tarried still 
Full loath to leave. The wild duck, deer athirst 
For the sweet waters of our lake, the springing fish 
Gave all to Harold's practised hand that need 
Required ; and all our joy was each in each. 

Since then we make our pilgrimage from year 
To year : and thank Him of the mighty hand. 
Who smote the rock, and cleft our way, and dried 
The deep tide of His streams, and passage left 
For us, — for us not less provided, say yet more, 
Because by forethought of a thousand years. 

END OF CANTO VII., PART 3, 
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IV. 
Scene — Lake Chinchona, 



AUBREY {returning with gun). 
Harold and Dora, all alone ! Your company 

Dismissing you, or you dismissing them ? 

HAROLD. 

Behold great Hercules and Omphale ! 
I 've worn the petticoat submissively 
In lieu of classic distafif; gathered pine 
To strew the couches ; stitched the threadbare tents 
With added interlace of cedar boughs 

AUBREY (muiiering). 
Ah, Oscar has his bride ; and dallies here, — 

And would, until you should re-roof the skies ! 

HAROLD. 

And spun a yarn from this your glorious book 
To soothe the awful mistress of my fate. 

DORA. 

Ha, Aubrey, in your ears the sad report 
Finds proper rendering. 

This moss-lined couch 
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Beneath the shadowing rock, and lulling lap 
Of summer waters on the stone-strewn beach ; 
And glorified resplendence of the lake ; 
And all the tints and shades, the sombre dells 
And flashing slopes of mountainous magnificence, 
Are outward garnishing for peerless peace. 
And so we rested and at times let life 
Hum its soft lilt of wordless cadences. 

At times we craved for utterance, and heard 
Your poem flow thro' all this glory, like 
A river thro' a gorgeous paradise, — 
Or all that outside world gave forth its sound 
Like a grand instrumeot, and wove your words 
In harmony divine. 

EDWIN. 

You honour me. 
After the organ's hallelujah we go forth 
Into the street, and hear the jar of wheels. 

DORA. 

Oh, the hour of service ends. We shut the church, 
And gladly listen to the broken talk 
Of friends in open air we brush against. 

AUBREY. 

Permitted so, I ask where Edwin is. 

HAROLD. 

See plying there an unregarded fly 
Above the slothful, dreamy fish, who scorn 
Its false allurements. 

s 
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AUBREY. 

Oscar, where is he ? 

HAROLD. 

Lost, over head and ears in love's morass ! 
Sinks deeper momently, tho* eels may bite, 
In Winnie's merciless attractive wiles. 

AUBREY. 

Did I see tortures counterbalance bliss, 
I could with more complacency behold him ! 
He has been Oscar since he hither came, 
And virtuously contemns my haste for home. 

Like an unruffled pond, that holds the sun 
In sole possession on its amorous breast, 
He, joyously resplendent in his love. 
So lies, nought done all day, save flashing round 
With equal-handed equanimity 
His glowing rapture, — and debars me mine. 

DORA. 

You grudge not bridal grace to Winnie ! 

AUBREY. 

No! 
But he 's too happy for a pining man 
To look on calmly. She shall ruffle him, 
Like a swift-blowing breeze ; I '11 say her power 
Is on the wane, ' or test it, and fetch home 
On Oscar's sturdy shoulders horn and hoof 
Of my success, a prime buck, far afield, 
Waiting for aid to bring it to the tent ' I 
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HAROLD. 

Who comes here ? Winnie flying like the wind. 
And after her an Indian chief with slow 
Reproving stateliness of mien and gait. 

AUBREY. 

And bringing up the rear, see Oscar move, 
Clad in young England's emulating coolness. 

HAROLD. 

No Indian touched our camping ground before ! 

DORA. 

A friend of Edwin's doubtless. 

HAROLD. 

Was it jest, 
Or earnest ? Winnie told of Indian search 
For their lost chief. 

WINNIE {at Marianas tent). 

Now, Marian, rouse, rouse. 

Lay down the needle, seize the tomahawk. 

Shrill the wild war-whoop. Call the braves. Haste, haste; 

Edwin is scalped ere now. One Indian grows, 

And multiplies into a yelling troop. 

MARIAN. 

What means our lovely madcap ? Thinks she still 
To madden all to Oscar's witless state ! 

A kiss for Winnie. And we all no doubt, 
Are witless to the top of love to her. 

WINNIE. 

Oh, kisses will not ward a scalping-knife. 
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Come see the trick performed at which you smiler 

I sat with Oscar in the wood, and knew 
Not ought 

MARIAN. 

What could poor Winnie know save that, 
* With Oscar in the wood !' 

WINNIE. 

Now be afraid. 
Above us, risen from earth, or dropped from sky 
I know not, but there stood, tall, gaunt, and grim, 
The Indian chief of whom I warned you thrice. 

With eagle eye he looked, — and overlooked 
Some petty lover's nonsense, which he sent 
Scampering to hide, — as if he saw beyond 
The prairie dogs, that scuttled to their dens, 
The lordly buffalo upon the plain, — 
So looked he questioning, * Where is he ? There ?' 

He got a stare from Oscar, and from me 
A bashful * yes.' And on he stalked in scorn 
To nobler game ; and left us prairie dogs. 
So please it, to resume our startled sports. 

But come the prairie dogs can fright the herd, 
And th' Indian find his stalk a hungry failure ! 

MARIAN. 

This Indian asks for Edwin or for Harold ? 

WINNIE. 

For Edwin ! He was once Prime Minister, 
When Edwin ruled the wastes of prairie land. 
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And grandly kinged it 'mong the savages. 
There, Harold calls for Edwin. Come, come ! 

MARIAN. 

I will be there anon. 

WINNIE. 

What, Marian ! 
What mean you laying down your ornaments, 
And innocent environments of lace, 
And happy ribands which bespoke you bride ! 

I would adorn me as a savage belle, 
Who wears her fortune to the dazzled eye ; 
And show the paleface in a blaze of glory, 
So brilliant that the blinded chief would slink 
Away abashed. 

MARIAN. 

I seek to win, not daunt. 

WINNIE. 

Who seeks to win my husband, wins my hate. 

MARIAN. 

This savage won my husband back from death. 

WINNIE. 

And fain would win him back to savage life. 
Take heed. Some morn the couching-place you '11 find 
Beside you cold, and Edwin gypsying 1 

MARIAN. 

No, Winnie. We together will be missed ! 

WINNIE. 

I read no riddles or of dress or tongue. 



\ 
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There Oscar joins the group. And Edwin plies 
A hasty paddle o'er the lake at call. 

MARIAN. 

Noble above them towers the white-haired chief, 
A rugged mountain peak, snowed o'er atop. 

WINNIE. 

The grating gravel greets the hasty prow, 

MARIAN. 

Oh like an avalanche the white head falls 
Upon his shoulder. That a savage heart. 
Go you before. I will be there anon. 

WINNIE {going). 
I would not be the woman parts those men ! 
Oh love and life, some cruel twinges twist us ! 

[dora. 
Comes Marian? 

WINNIE. 

She busy strips for fight ! 
I thought that she forewarned would bind her hair, 
And don her gala robes, and sweetly grace 
Her conquest. Lo, as trim and slim she comes, 
As if for wrestler's doubtful combat bound ! 

DORA. 

Ha, changed indeed. She has some end in view. 

WINNIE. 

There 's Marian— to try a wrestler's fall, 
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Ere this old chief has carried off her lord ! 

HAROLD. 

She knows a twig may twist the arrow's course ; 
And so bends back the deviating chance, 
Ere shooting : Edwin shall not fall in blame 
For lightly chasing after thistledown.] 

CHIEF. 

Three days I tarried, like a bear who smells 
The bait but knows the trap ; till hunger-snared 
It yields and eats and forfeits freedom. 

EDWIN. 

Three- 
Three days in reach, nor let us see your face ! 
Your vision in the old familiar woods 
Haunted my eye. And as the rifle rang, 
I heard your cheery voice. And in the sweep 
That cleft the waters for the buoyant bark, 
I saw the brawny hand whose sturdy stroke 
Baffled pursuing death so many a time. 

CHIEF. 

No room had I for bitter tongue or blame. 
And yet I feared there might be petulant gnash ; 
For truest hound may sink the senseless teeth 
Deep in our flesh when we would set the bones 
Broken in the foray. 

EDWIN. 

Speak your whole heart unfearing. 
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CHIEF. 

What shall I speak? My grief? 'ris your reproach. 
Your joy? I could rejoice tho' 'twere my death ; 
But myriads here and iu eternity 
Would cry upon me * Traitor/ were I glad. 

Oh there are thousands know no love of God : 
And you were one^ without — a woman's love ! 

Oh there are hundreds red in brother's blood : 
You would be cleansed from taint of — savage ways! 

Oh there are young and old, who mutely feel 
Their base, bare lives, and blindly grope for easement : 
Your spirit robed, 'tis but the flesh can clothe 
Itself in softer garb ; the spirit fed, 
'Tis but the flesh can sit at richer boards ! 

[dora. 
Ha, see the Indian pauses as his eye 
Rests on the silent, listening Marian. 

WINNIE. 

Caught by the foe in the vehemence of harangue ! 

DORA, 

And Edwin seats himself 1 

WINNIE. 

To let the squaw fight I 

DORA. 

They slowly measure each the other's strength ! 
Listen.] 
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MARIAN. 

You blame my husband. 

Think you, Chief, 
Who shares his blanket in one frosty night 
Is bound to follow with it evermore, 
And give himself to carry warmth for you, 
Lest, once enjoying, you should suffer lack? 

CHIEF. 

Ah lady, you have won ; and we have lost. 
And all our sourness cannot sour your sweet, 
Altho' you drank a cup I filled not for you ! 

MARIAN. 

Reproaching him is my most sharp reproach ! 

CHIEF. 

'Twas wrong in me. 

And yet we lived together 
So many moons. One tent or tree o'er-roofed us. 
One foe pursued ; one friend lit pipe of peace. 

I was his child ; he taught me Christian words : 
He was my child ; I taught him Indian lore. 
And now we part. The sun sinks ; it grows dark ; 
And all the woods are filled with howling beasts, 
And all the ways beset with wolfish men ; 
And I am old. 

And yet I wished no taunt. 
But, lady, when the maddened herd is ringed 
By whooping hunters in a narrow pass, 
One bison breaks the circling fear, and dashes 
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Wild, and the irresistible stream roars through 
The opening, till the dead alone remain. 

I headed still the struggling words, and drove 
Them back, till one broke loose, then all broke loose ! 

MARIAN. 

No friend but he among your tribesmen came ? 

CHIEF. 

Men came to make poor whitemen of our race, — 
To teach the child wag grey head in debate. 
To mew the eagle in a gilded cage. 
To put the buffalo in a paddock ring, 
To tame the lion to the fireside ash ! 

He — came to lead us to a happier life 
And nobler manhood. Christians might, he said, 
With twanging bow, or echo-rousing gun. 
Trusting to sinewy limb or fleeter steed 
Wake the wild tumult of the hunter's joy : 
He only bade us reverence our God, 
Our selves, and fellow-men ; and mercy show 
To bird and beast. 

MARIAN. 

Such needed in the land, 
Where all his fathers held an easeful place. 

CHIEF. 

They want but books or mere book-talking men ! 
I Ve heard them drone their hour-long drowsy hum. 
They want but men who move on iron ways, 
k . Sedate and strong, like the fire-breathing horse. 
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What 's that for Indians with the tiger's leap, 
Or the terrible pressure of the hugging bear, 
Or the rapid rush of the snow-swollen river's tide, 
Or the stealthy, snake-like creep of vengeful foe, — 
All these grown into him, making his soul 
That strange thing, capable of lightning thrust 
That thunders out the fierce, all violent acts ; 
Or quietude, like ice-crust formed of spray 
Above the angry seething cataract. 

Give us a man like him, who knows^that men 
Are men, and should be manly men, — with words 
Of our Great Father in the spirit's land, 
Telling how lies the trail to reach His tent 

MARIAN. 

You have no women in that land of yours ? 

CHIEF. 

What says the lady ? 

MARIAN. 

Are no women there ? 

CHIEF. 

The lady mocks, or else in anger speaks. 

MARIAN. 

I mock not, Indian Chief. I seek the truth. 

CHIEF. 

These know, all know that women are with us ! 

MARIAN. 

These women have you — husbands, but no heart 
To love you when in life, or mourn you dead ? 
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CHIEF. 

Aye, faithful wives, and loving mates have we. 
Think not the white face only has a heart. 

MARIAN. 

And have they children, too ; and mother's arms 
To wind them in, and feel a kiss go through 
And through, like west wind touching in the spring 
The life hid down in the branched forest gloom ? 

CHIEF. 

The bear, the wolf, the panther loves its cub ! 
I ask what means the lady, does she mock ? 

MARIAN. 

I mock not, Indian Chief, but press for truth. 
These husbands whom your women love and care, 
Are they exempt from hap of Indian life ? 
Does arrow pass them whirring by because 
A woman owns them ? Does the scalping-knife 
Refuse to gain the trophy from their heads 
Because a woman prides her in her brave ? 

CHIEF. 

No. 

MARIAN. 

Do these children ever die, and tears 
And deathless sorrows come to childless squaws ? 

CHIEF. 

Yes. 

MARIAN. 

You when seeking help for fellow-men, 
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And casting scorn on one who softly swerved, 
Methinks have shot an arrow 'gainst so strong 
A wind, that it has fallen back to wound 
Yourself, that never asked for woman help ! 

You scorn the whiteman heartless to your braves ; 
But Indian's heart is heartless to the squaws ! 

CHIEF. 

And where is woman's help ? The squaw may weep. 
Woe to the brave that winces at a wound ! 

But he was woman, too. When bootless peace 
Went crying to the tent, he led the fray ; 
And warriors boasted if they won his side ! 

The battle o'er, the women stole to him. 
And wailed themselves to comfort at his feet, 
And spoke the honours of the slain ; and heard 
The blissful story of the land, where war 
Is not. In pleading for the men, I plead 
For poor weak women too. 

A warrior 
Among our tribes talks not with women, as 
He fights not with them ; but I say 'tis strange. 
That one with pity on her lips should rob 
The Indian woman of her only friend ! 

MARIAN. 

I Ve made you champion for the women, friend. 
And now I give to you and them straightway 
Myself and husband, he to be your chief. 
And I his squaw among my sisters there. 
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CHIEF. 

You come and be his Indian squaw, and see 
How red men live i 

The old chiefs hair is grey ! 
Tis little grace to flout him with your speech ! 
His eyes are dim ; and yet he sees full clear, 
The white-skinned lady should be white in speech, 
And know the burden of a lie weighs down 
The youngest strength ! 



MARIAN. 

I go with you to live 



As Indian women live. 



CHIEF. 

So you ! And he ? 

MARIAN. 

The wife be never bound to him, who 'd bind 
Her husband from the hunting-grounds of use. 

If I have stolen his heart, I Ve stolen, too. 
The secret of his breast. He yearns for you. 
And if you think the woman of his choice 
Be not unfit for service of his choice, 
I ask you bid me welcome to the wigwams. 

[dora. 
See how he traverses with eager eye 
And searches every line and lineament, 
Lest treacherous intent should lurk behind. 



Resought 271 

HAROLD. 

He seems content And now her resting hand 
On his shoulder leads him to the quest 
In Edwin's face. But there the full outflow 
Of joyous satisfaction must perforce 
Sweep all suspect away. 

WINNIE. 

My wonder stands 
Gaping, and finds no speech to greet her plan ! ] 

CHIEF {fo Edwin), 

Hold forth your hand. Your word was truer than 
The sun when Indian asked where lay his home, 
Drawn by the mad chase from familiar grounds. 

I thought that you were gone. I thought my tribe 
Must float down stream to where the marshes lie, 
And rot there in the foul, sin-fevered swamp : 
I thought that white men would all thro' the land 
High-handed shoot the Indian as a wolf; 
And Indian knives slide round the shuddering scalp 
Of whitemen mid their butchered homes ; and wrath 
And ruin broaden out their night again ! 

Asleep, awake, I saw these horrors mow, 
And gnash their teeth on me, as if they danced 
The war-dance ere they stabbed me at the stake ! 

Now she — . Lead an old man to the trail again 
For I am 'wildered ! Does she speak truth like you ? 
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EDWIN {rising). 
Take thus a hand from each, and each their troth 
Plights on the other's truth ! 

[WINNIE. 

What now ! He leaps 
Like tiger plunging on his prey. 

HAROLD. 

Fear not. 
He springs to that high-jutting rock as light 
As if full fifty summers had gone back 
Upon his dial-plate ! 

DORA. 

Ha ! hear that whoop ! 

WINNIE. 

A wild savage yell ! It takes my breath ! 
He signals for confederates near ! 
Harold, we are betrayed ! 

HAROLD. 

No, no ! He drops 
His hollowed hands, through which he launchev 

that cry. 
Terribly indeed, to bound across the lake. 
He seeks his comrades not for war but peace. 
And now he comes. 

DORA. 

His spirit dashed, it seems, 
And muttering to himself. 
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WINNIE. 

Oh hear you that ! 
The frighted cliff throws back the horrid yell ! 
It bodes no good ! 

DORA. 

The Indian starts to hear 
That replication of his voice, and fain 
Would chide the officious echo.] 

MARIAN. 

What now, Chief? 

CHIEF. 

War, war ! For ever war ! Joy lifted me 
Too high — Peace, Peace ! — and my unsteady age 
Has toppled into sanguinary sounds ! 

I should have sent the summons soft as coo 
Of woodbird, just to light on yonder shore ! 
Ha ! the harsh echo leaps and murders peace ! 

Lady, I sent an Indian in his war-paint. 
Bristling with arrows, breathless in his haste. 
To herald his return, and your approach ! 

MARIAN. 

The message must enrobe the messenger ! 
The eager welcome is a double welcome ! 
But listen. Chief. Hear you that echo now. 
How soft it falls from the pure snowy height ! 
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The war-cry fled from the shuddering earth, 
And lost itself among the splintered crags : 
And lo the angels let the voice of peace 
Drop gently like a snowflake from the heavens 1 

CHIEF, 

Tlie Great Father bless you, lady ! Blessings spring 
Like grass on summer prairies 'neath your feet I 

I am an old man in my years, — a child 
In this new life he taught me ; and at times 
I fear I 'm but a savage spoiled, and not 
In hope one day to number with the braves 
Who serve the Prince in the far spirit-land ! 

Now he is head; I scarce have strength to serve. 
Make me a child to follow after you, 
And lowly learn the rede of innocence ! 

EDWIN. 

See from the river-bend a birch canoe, 
A black spot in a rippled blaze of light. 
Shoots hither. 

CHIEF. 

Tis Baptiste. He waited there 
To take my baffled troubled spirit back to die, 
Since I had failed. 

But now 

EDWIN. 

Hail to Baptiste \ 
Right welcome is he. Oh a happy freight 
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Shall plunge his paddle deep. Go, kindle wood, 
And let the smoky pillar guide him here. 

Oh friends, ray heart's desire is crowned king ! 
'Tis mine to win a welcome far and near 
To greet this royal prince in secret nursed, 
Who takes the throne with my most loud acclaim. 



THE END. 
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OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

*' Bears many evidences of a really poetic spirit. It is fiill of 
vigour and originality, and contains some passages of great beauty. 
The humorous opening scene at the * Cavillers' Club * in Trinity 
College .... is happily conceived, and forms a suitable contrast 
to the tragedy which is to follow." — Daily Express. 

** We regret that the author of this poem has not seen fit to 
make himself known. Certainly he has no need to be ashamed of 
his workmanship. The * Tale of two Fair Women ' is a most schol- 
larly, thoughtful poem ; and if, as we suppose, judging from in- 
ternal evidence, it has been written by a T.C.D. -student, it reflects 
great credit both upon him and the University. The plot of the 
poem is very pathetic and painful. .... The execution of the 
poem seems to us superior to the plot, and we desire to praise it 
highly. It is a very suggestive, thoughtful book 

** We shall look forward with interest to the appearance of the 
second volume of a * Tale of Two Fair Women,' and sincerely con- 
gratulate the author on the merits of what he has already given 
us." — Irish Ecclesiastical Gazette. 

'* This is a clever and original work, which may serve to illus- 
trate some of the charms, enchantments, disappointments, and dan- 
gers of life, with some of the perils attending scepticism and free- 
living. . , . There are many passages of singular power and beauty 
scattered throughout this volume, which will be appreciated chiefly 
by persons of literary taste." — The Church Advocate, 

From private opinions received we select the follo^inng : — 

"I like it very much. I decidedly consider it readable, and 
readable with pleasure and profit too." 

" I laughed immoderately over the College scene in the opening 
of the book : I could scarcely refrain from tears at its close.'* 

" I was quite triumphant that the critics had some sense of the 
beautiful.'* 

** It is well and cleverly written. Some parts are so sad and 
touching, one feels grieved. I read it twice through." 
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